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PREFACE 



In offering this little collection of College Poetry to the courtesy of the 
public, a few words of explanation are due alike to the reader and to the 
compilers. 

In the first place, nothing like completeness was intended or attainable 
within such narrow limits. Specimens only, have been selected from each of 
the various classes of occasional songs, and arranged under their respective 
heads, generally in the order of the times when they were written. In making 
this selection we have been governed partly by poetic merit, but more by the 
associations connected with various pieces inserted, in the minds of the present 
generation of Yalensians. This latter reason will account for the appearance 
of several effusions of a character altogether ephemeral, and perhaps of some- 
what inferior literary merit. Almost every student has a loose collection of 
Songs which he has laid up from time to time, and which he values as me- 
mentoes which will hereafter bring his Alma Mater and all her cherished 
customs vividly to mind. But detached papers are not a very secure posses- 
sion, and besides, there are often songs which it is difficult for all to obtain. 
In this publication we have endeavored to present all the old, popular ' stand 
bys,' some pieces of a more occasional character, and a few new ones, in a form 
in which they can easily be preserved by themselves, or bound in with the 
" Lit." 

It is due to the authors of the pieces to state that many of them were writ- 
ten in very great haste, upon the excitement of the moment, and are intro- 
duced here unaltered, because alterations in such productions are rarely im- 
provements. 

There arc a few songs which have acquired a good deal of popularity 
among students which are not inserted in this collection,— but they are not 
original here, we believe, and are hardly of a nature to reflect honor upon 
our Institution. We wish it understood that those we publish, with but one 
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or two exceptions, and those noted, were written by members of this College 
The figures attached to the names, denote, of course, the year of graduation. 

Our thanks are due to Mr. Herrick, the accommodating Librarian, as well 
as to several of our fellow students, for assistance in our researches. 

Should the popular sentiment call for a work of greater completeness, there 
is abundance of material with which to satisfy the want. If this little publi- 
cation meets with the favor which the interest already manifested in it leads 
us to anticipate, it is quite possible that at some not very distant day we may 
attempt something more extended in its nature, more permanent in charac- 
ter, and more worthy of Yale. 

THE COMPILERS. 



PREFACE TO THE SECOND EDITION. 

A demand having arisen for a second edition of this collection, the Compil- 
ers ha\ t selected some dozen new songs from the many which have come out 
since the publication of the first edition, and have omitted as many which 
have become stale- They are gratified to find themselves sustained in their 
original opinion that such a publication would meet the approbation of the 
College world, and hope that abler, though not more willing, hands than 
theirs will continue to preserve these memorials of College pleasures, which 
may be sung with mild enthusiasm, 

41 When in after years we're harbored, 
With an infant on our larboard 
Knee, and sitting at our starboard 
Side, a wife." 
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GAUDEAMUS.* 



German Air. 



Gaudeamus igitur, 
Juvenes dum sumus ; 
Post jucundam juventutem, 
Post molestam senectutem, 
Nos habebit humus. 

Ubi sunt, qui ante nos 
In mundo fuere ? 
Transeas ad superos, 
Abeas ad inferos, 
Quos si vis videre. 

Vita nostra brevis est, 
Brevi finietur, 
Venit mors velociter, 
Rapit nos atrociter, 
Nemini parcetur. 

Vivat academia, 
Vivant professores, 
Vivat membrum quodlibet, 
Vivant membra, quaelibet, 
Semper sint in flore. 



Vivant omnes virgines, 
Faciles, formosae, 
Vivant et mu lie res, 
Tener® amabiles, 
Bonae laboriosae. 

Pereat tristitia, 
Pereant osores, r 

Pereat diabolus, 
Quivis antiburschius, 
Atque irrisores. 

Quis confluxus hodie 
Academicorum ? 
E longinquo convenerunt 
Protinusque successerunt 
In commune forum. 

Alma mater floreat, 
Quae nos educatrit, 
Caros et commilitones, 
Dissitas in regiones 
Sparsos,' congregavit. 



*A popular Yale Song,— words in " Howitt's Student Life in Germany." 
The words and tune were intioduced here by R. S. Willis. 
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j ! AUDACIA. 

I , BY C. G. CAME, '49. 

i Tune — " Crambambuli" 

i Audacia, this is the title 

j Of that good trait we love the best ; 

1 i It is the means which proves most vital, 

When evil fortunes us molest ; 

Against all troubles, near and far, 

I seek thy aid — Audacia. 

Go I into the recitation, 

Most like some urching cavalier ; 

I banish doubt and hesitation, 

And meet ail boring with a sneer ! 

[ vex the tutor, ha ! ha ! ha ! 

And plague him with — Audacia. 

And am I pleased with rosy slumber, 
Or have I business of my own, 

Excuses rise— -a countless number, 
Which for the absence may atone ; 

I make a cold, or sad catarrh, 

Present it with — Audacia. 

Did I possess the lofty station 

Of our dear Prex., so good and bright, 

On sheep-skins at the graduation, 
This motto would I ever write : 

" Vobiscum pertinacia 

Uti semper audacia." 

Do parents send a solemn letter, 
Made wiser by the Faculty, 

And gravely speak of actions better, • 
Of virtue, laws, and piety ? 

How dutiful I write my ma 

Right filial with — Audacia. 

But do not think our life is aimless, 
Oh no, we crav« one blessed boon, 

It is the prize of value nameless, 

The honored, classic Wooden Spoon ; 

But give us this, we'll shout hurrah ! 

Oh, nothing like — Audacia. 

Yo plodders dull in all the classes, 
Your sad condition we deplore; 
In knowledge's road ye arc but asses, 



i ! 8 ON OS. 



; I 
i 



While we our ponies ride before ; 
Ho ! clear the track and flee afar, 
Make way for bold Audacia. 

Audacia 1 it still shall bear me 
Along the rugged path of life ; 

For every scene it shall prepare me, 
At least it must procure a wife ; 

Then onward to life's earnest war, 

Lead on the charge — Audacia. 



A SONG FOR OLD YALE. 

BY W. W. CRAPO, '52. 

A ik — "Dora May.' 9 

Here's to Yale, to old Yale, 'tis the college of our choice, 
It can boast of noble triumphs — o'er its trophies we rejoice ; 
And we proudly sing its praises, its greatness and its fame, 
And its glories beaming brightly and its grand historic name. 
Then a song for old Yale, boys, a song for old Yale, 
Let us shout it with our might till it rivals the gale ; 
'Tis the college that we love, boys, and. blooming, fair and hale, 
May she be as she has been, our Alma Mater Yale. 

Oh ! the men that are gathered at her fountains full of lore, 
Are as gallant and true as the knightliest of yore ; 
And the draughts that we quaff have by far a brighter hue 
Than the starry eye of beauty or the grape's red dew. 
Then a song for old Yale, boys, &c. 

Let us sing while we may for the hours are fleeting fast, 
'Twill be tjme enough for sighing when we sing 'farewell' at last ; 
Oh ! then gaily and freely let mirth and bliss abound, 
And each day as it passes with wreaths of joy be crowned. 
Then a song for old Yale, boys, &c. 



LINONIA. 

BY F. M. FINCH, '49. 

Air — " Crambanibuli" 

tiinonia, the wreaths of glory 
Sit lightly on thy peerless brow ; 

With graceful song, and thrilling story, 
Thy name and praise are woven now. 
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Then brothers, let the loud huzza 
Re-echo for Linonia ! 
Long live Linonia — Linonia I 

From northern rock and southern valley, 

From crystal' lake and prairie land; 
Her children, at her summons, rally 
Anid gather round her, hand in hand. 
Then let it ring — the loud huzza-, 
For gallant, gay Linonia ! 
Long live Linonia — Linonia ! 

On Senate floor and field of battle, 

Her son* have struck the patriot's blow ; 
Nor foreign threat, nor musket rattle, 
Could bend their noble spirits low. 

Then proudly shout huzza, huzza I 
Our hearts are thine, Linonia : 
Long live Linonia — Linonia ! 

Her ancient halls have oft resounded 

With shout and song of victory : 
By warm and fearless hearts surrounded, 
Her banners aW wave merrily. 

Then onward, all ! huzza, huzza ! 
Fight bravely for Linonia ! 
Long live Linonia — Linonia ! 

Along the patient path- of duty, 

Her voice shall cheer our weary way ;- 
Beneath the trustful smile of beauty, 
Our thoughts to her shall often stray ; 

And ere our children lisp " mamma/" 
We'll make them sing Linonia, 
Long live Linonia — Linonia ! 

Then brothers, let the swelling chorus 

Our mingled pride and joy proclaim ; 
Linonia's shield is blazing o'er us, 
It lights the winding path of fame. 

Then let it ring — the proud huzza f 
Three cheers for brave Linonia ! 
Long live Linonia — Linonia t 
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OLD YALE. 

BY J. K. LOMBARD, '54. 

Air.— « The Brace Old Oak:' 

A song for old Yale, for brave old Yale, 

Who hath stood in her glory long, — 
Here's honor and fame to her reverend name 

And the mem'ries that round it throng. 
There's a thrill in the word which the heart hath stirred, 

Though breathed in a maiden's sigh, 
But as wild, on the gale rings the rally of ' Yale,' 

And stern, as a battle-cry. 
Then sing to old Yale, to brave old Yale, . 

Who stands in her pride alone, 
And still flourish she, like a hale green tree, 

When a thousand years have flown. 

In the days of old, when our fathers bold 

To the hills and the forests came — 
At their altar-fires kindled high desires 

In a pure and holy flame. 
'Mid the towering wood like a stripling stood, 

Now so hearty and strong and hale, 
Where for ages shall stand as the pride of the land, 

And guardian of liberty, — Yale. 
Then sing to old Yale, to brave old Yale, 

Who stands in her pride alone, 
And still flourish she, like a hale green tree, 

When a thousand years have flown. 

In the soft Southern clime and the Arctic rime, 

By river and valley and dell, 
Where wanderers roam and man finds a home, 

There her myriad offspring dwell ; 
And the chorus of praise which together they raise 

Comes sounding from mountain and vale, — 
" Till life's sun is set we will never forget 

But honor and cherish old Yale." 
Then sing to old Yale, to brave old Yale, 

Who stands in her pride alone, 
And still flourish she, like a hale green tree, 

When a thousand years have flown. 



10 SONGS. 

OPENING SONG. 

Song at the Anniversary of the Brothers in Unity, Yale College, Aug, 14, 1850. 

BY N. W. T. ROOT, '52. 

Air — " Crambambuli." 

Once more again we come, each other greeting, 

Within this consecrated hall, 
The old and young together meeting, 
Though sires and sons, yet Brothers all ; 
For though in age there difference be 
In one respect alike are we — 
As Brothers all in Unity, 
Once more we come. 

To celebrate this Birth-day of our Mother's, 

Her thousand children gladly come, 
Yet we alone of all the rest, are Brothers, 
And here we sing our welcome home. 
For though we all her children be. 
From all the rest yet differ we, 
As Brothers all in Unity, 
Once more we come. 

Then, Brothers, let us all unite in singing, 
With hearts and voices firm and strong ; 
Of Memories each a grateful tribute bringing, 
To swell with joy, our cheerful song. 
And this alone our chorus be — 
All hail our old Fraternity ! 
Hail, Brothers all in Unity ! 
Once more all hail, v 



SMOKING SONG. 

BT F. M. FINCH, '49. 

Air — " Sparkling and Bright." 

Floating away like the fountains' spray, 

Or the snow-white plume of a maiden, 
The smoke-wreaths rise to the star-lit skies, 
With blissful fragrance laden. 

Then smoke away till a golden ray 

Lights up the dawn of the morrow, 
For a cheerful cigar, like a shield, will bar 
The blows of care and sorrow. 
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The leaf burns bright, like the gems of light, 
That flash in the braids of Beauty, 

It nerves each heart for the hero's part, 
On the battle-plain of duty. 

In the thoughtful gloom of his darkened room, 

Sits the child of eong and story, 
But his heart is light, for his pipe beams bright, 

And his dreams are all of glory. 

By the blazing fire sits the gray-haired sire, 

And infant arms surround him ; 
And he smiles on all in that quaint old hail, 

While the smoke-curls float around him. 

In the forests grand of our native land, 
When the savage conflict 's ended, 

The u Pipe of Peace " brought a sweet release 
From toil and terror blended. 

The dark-eyed train of the maids of Spain, 
'Neath their arbor shades trips lightly, 

And a gleaming cigar, like a new-born star, 
In the clasp of their lips burns brightly. 

It warms the soul, like the blushing bowl, 
With its rose-red burden streaming, 

And drpwns it in bliss, like the first warm kiss 
From the lips with love-buds teeming. 



THE SONG OF THE PUMP. 

BY P. M. FINCH, '49. 

Put your clumsy pitcher 

Where the stream will striko it ! 
Cracked and roughly rounded — 

You are green to like it ! 
Work my handle smoothly ; 

Not with such a thump, sir ! 
Raise the water gently : 

I'm the College Pump, sir ! 

Some brass-buttoned Yankee — 
So the Seniors tell me — 

Sets a chain a- whirling, 
Thinking to excel me. 
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But it 's all a humbug : 
Hit the thing a thump, sir ! 

Darn these new inventions : 
I'm the College Pump, sir I 

Years ago the Freshman 

Loved but books and water ; 
Now he fancies sherry, 

Courts the widow's daughter. 
Push aside his ringlets ; 

Feel that amorous bump, sir : 
Hang such tender boobies ! 

I'm the College Pump, sir ! 

Once the jolly Soph'more 

Set my spout a-running 
On a squirming tattler ; 

Now he stoops to punning : 
Lines with guns the chapel, 

Gives the Prof, a thump, sir f 
But, amid these changes, 

I'm the College Pump, sir ! 

Years ago the Junior, 

Up at earliest matin, 
Made me spout pure water ; 

Now he spouts hog-latin ; 
Wears assassin collars, 

Turns up jack for trump, sir, 
Shuns me, but — what of it ! — 

I'm the College Pump, sir ! 

Once the Senior loved me, 

Now his passion varies 
From " Grove Hall " and Doras, 

To " York Square " and Marys. 
Now he seeks the ball-room, 

Wriggles on the " stump," sir ; 
He's a brainless fopling, 

I'm the College Pump, sir ! 

Fill your clumsy pitcher : 

Stop that horrid grinning : 
Smiles from modern students 

Are not worth the winning ! 
Move the handle lightly ; 

Not with jar and thump, sir : 
Fool — take off your beaver ! 

I'm the College Pump, sir ! 
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THE SONG OF SIGHS. 


From the Yale 


Literary Magazine. 


' One poor unfortunate 


Sisterly, motherly, 


Sophomore wight, 


Fatherly, brotherly, 


Rash and importunate 


Ties are estranged, 


Gone to recite ! 


Thou, in thine eminence 




Heedless of Providence, 


Fizzle him tenderly, 


Tutor deranged. 


Bore him with-care, — 




Fitted so slenderly, — 


Not by lamps quivering, 


Tutor beware ! 


In the night shivering, 




Standeth the wight, — 


^ee his lip quivering, 


In garret or basement, 


See his limbs shiwering, 


By window and casement, 


While the sweat constantly 


With fear and amazement, 


Falls on his clothing ; 


Mourning his plight. 


Question him patiently, 




Loving, not loathing. 


Not the bleak winds of March 




Set him trembling and shaking, 


Frown not so scornfully — 


Neither tempest nor night 


Speak to him mournfully, 


Could thus urge him to quaking. 


Not so reprovingly. 




Mark that surprise of his, 


Vacantly staring, 


See those sad eyes of his 


Gone to a surety, — 


Glancing so lovingly. 


Vanished his daring, 




Nought left but despairing, 


Make no deep scrutiny, 


Awful futurity ! 


Stir up no mutiny, 




Wild and unfortunate, — 


Flunking so gloomily, 


Hear his excuses, 


Crushed by contumely 


You cannot refuse his 


And inhumanity, 


Pleadings importunate. 


Burning insanity, 




Firing his look. 


Ha ! that last slip of his 


See his hands humbly, 


Makes him look tearfully, — 


Convulsively, numbly, 


See that poor lip of his 


Clasping his book. 


Bitten so fearfully ! 






Maddened by History, 


Alas ! for the rarity 


Glad from Greek mystery 


Of tutoric charity 


Soon to be whirled, 


Under the sun ; 


Anywhere, anywhere, 


it is pitiful 


Out of the world. 


Painfully pitiful, — 




Friend he has none. 





SONGS 

SUNG AT THE 

THIRD SEMI-CENTENNIAL CELEBRATION 

OF YALE COLLEGE, AUG. 14TH, 1850. 



HYMN. 

BY F. M. FINCH, '49. 

Tune — " Lenox. 9 

Beneath these sacred shades, 

Long-severed hearts unite : » 
The tempting Future fades, 
The Past alone seems bright. 
O'er sultry clime 
And stormy zone 
Rings clear the tone 
Of Memry's chime. 

We come to tread once more 
The paths of earlier days, 
To count our blessings o'er, 
And mingle prayer and praise ; 
For Mercy's hand, 
From skies of blue, 
Hath linked anew 
Each broken band. 

We come ere Life departs, 

Ere winged Death appears, 
To throng our joyous hearts, 
With dreams of sunnier years : 
To meet once more 
Where pleasure sprang, 
And arches rang 
With songs of yore. 

Not all, not all are here : 

Some sleep 'neath funeral flowers, 
Where falls the mourner's tear, 
And weep the evening showers. 
Yet, thankfully, 
Let every heart 
Its love impart 
To Him on high. 
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SONG. 
BY H. M. COLTON, '48. 

Aik — *' Auld Lang Syne." 

Should those old times be e'er forgot, 

So mellow and so hale, 
Those good old times, those grand old times 

We passed at Yale ; 
When, in youth's fiery blood, we felt 

So happy and so fine ? — 
Come ! make your memories green again, 

For days o' lang syne ! 
For days o' lang syne, my friends, 

For days o' lang syne ; 
Come make yqur memories green again, 

For days o' lang syne. 

We've come, a host, each from his post, 

From pulpit and from bar ; 
From skillful tending of disease, 

And field of war ; 
From hardy traffic on the land, 

And commerce on the brine, 
To greet old Yale with kindness yet, 

For auld lang syne. 

For auld lang syne, my friends, &c. 

We all have wrought in mines of thought, 

And brought up various ore ; 
But many a mate has met his fate 

That sate with us of yore ; 
Should these old comrades be forgot 

Who thus do pale and pine ?— 
We'll think of them with kindness yet, 

For days o' lang syne. 

For days o' lang syne, good friends, dec. 

And we — frail remnant, large or small, 

Of bands that once were one ; 
We, too. must pass each in his place, 

Till all are gone. 
Then, there 's a hand — let each one say — 

And gi' us a hand o' thine ; 
And we'll take a right good hearty shake, 

For auld lang syne. 

For auld lang syne, old mates, &c. 
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And though Time's frost be on our heads, 

And his cold within our bones ; 
And our hearts' lone chambers echo not 

To other tones ! 
Yet ring we out in final shout 

This old and hearty line ; 
For th' oldest here is young enough 
For auid lang syne ; 

For auld lang syne, good sirs, 

For auld lang syne, 
For the oldest here is young enough 
For auld lang syne. 



SONG. 

BY F. M. FINCH, '49. 

Aik — " Sparkling and bright." 

Gather ye smiles from the ocean isles, 

Warm hearts from river and fountain, 
A playful chime from the palm tree clime, 
From the land of rock and mountain ; 
And roll the song in waves along, 

For the hours are bright before us, 
And grand and hale are the elms of Yale, 
Like fathers, bending o'er us. 

Summon our band from the prairie land, 
From the granite hills, dark frowning, 
From the lakelet blue and the black bayou, 
From the snows our pine peaks crowning ; 
And pour the song in joy along, 

For the hours are bright before us, 
And grand and hale are the towers of Yale, 
Like giants, watching o'er us. 

Count not the tears of the long gone years, 
With their moments of pain and sorrow, 
But laugh in the light of their memories bright, 
And treasure them all for the morrow. 
Then roll the song in waves along, 

While the hours are bright before us, 
And high and hale are the spires of Yale, 
Like guardians towering o'er us. 

Dream of the days when the rainbow rays 
Of Hope, on our hearts fell lightly, 

And each fair hour some cheerful flower 
In our pathway blossomed brightly ; 
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And pour tlje song in joy along 

Ere the moments fly before us, 
While portly and hale the sires of Yale 

Are kindly gazing o'er us. 

Linger again in memory's glen, 

'Mid the tend rilled vines of feeling, 
Till a voice or a sigh floats softly by, 
Once more to the glad heart stealing ; 
And roll the song in waves along, 

For the hours are bright before us, 
And in cottage and vale are the brides of Yale, 
Like angels, watching o'er us. 

Clasp ye the hand 'neath the arches grand 

That with garlands span our greeting, 
With a silent prayer that an hour as fair 
May smile on each after meeting ; 

And long may the song, the joyous &ong 

Roll on in the hours before us, 
And gran<J and hale may the elms of Yale 
For many a year bend o'er us. 



RE-UNION SONG ; CLASS OF '52. 

BY C. D. HELM**. 

Air— «Ndly Ely." 

Three summers gay have rolled away, 
Three summers robed in green ; 
Three winters white with snowy light 
Have brightly dropped between, — 
Since here we stood, a parting band, 
With farewells on the tongue, 
And long we held each other's hand — 
Together fondly clung. 
Choms — Hi Brothers ! Ho Brothers ! 
i Sadly parting then ; — 

The years have gone, like mist at dawn, 
And here we meet again, 

t This happy year we now appear, 

With wives and dearest maids, — 
Our love renew for "52" 
Amid these sacred shades. 
3 
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By night and day we've sought this hour 
In dreams and fond desires, 
Nor may one cloud upon us lower 
To dim our Friendship's fires. 
(Chorus.) 

Within this place each well-known face 
Returns to glad our hearts, 
And erery soul upon our roll 
His share of joy imparts. 
From North and South, from West and East, 
From mountain, plain and vale, 
We come to Mem'ry's golden feast 
Amid the shades of Yale. 
(Chorus.) 

Now welcome each with friendly speech, 

And all the beakers drain, — 

The sounding song with joy prolong, 

And swell the gladsome strain. 

Forever may the golden chain 

Of love our spirits bind, ♦ 

Nor e'er on earth be rent in twain — 

Immortal as the mind. 

(Chorus.) 

Our hopes are bright as starry night, 
Our faith and courage true ; 
We hand in hand will ever stand-— 
Fraternar " J|2," 
Amid the swiftly rolling years, 
Amid the storms of life, 
United thus we scorn all fears, 
And dare the fiercest strife. 
(Chorus.) 

Then let each shout ring bravely out, 
And wake the passing hours ; 
Let eveiy joy, without alloy, 
This festal eve be ours. 
And let the rolling echoes .rise 
Upon their airy wings, 
Until the chorus strikes the skies, 
And through its arches rings. 
Chorus — Hi Brothers f Ho Brothers ! 
Parting sadly then ; 
The years have gone like mist at dawn, 
And here we meet again. 
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BIENNIAL SONGS. 

EXAMINATION SONG. 

BY W. W. CRAPO, '52. 

The air is hot, the sun shines bright, 

And dusty is the ground : 
The world without moves on to-day, 

* With a dull and careless sound ; 
But naught care we for the dust or heat, 

The ground whether hard or soft, 
For this is a snug cool place of ours 

Within the chapel loft. 

So write away, my merry men, 

While passing moments fly, 
And let each goose-quill moving on 

In struggling contest vie ; 
So work away, my funny friends, 

Nor stop to joke and laugh, 
For this is precious time, my boys, 

Two hours and a half. • 

They've built jbr us a noble hall, 

Up six long flights of stairs, 
And made us feel ourselves at home 

With tables and with chairs. 
We like the place so very well 

We never go without, 
And have a man of mighty limb 

To keep the vulgar out. 

Hark ! fellows, it is half past ten, 

And so our work is done ; 
'Tis pretty sport, suppose we stop 

Two minutes more for fun. 
If ever they should turn me out, 

As others they have done, 
Now hang me, but I mean to have 

"Biennials" of my own. 
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SONG. 
BY B. K. PHELPS, '53. 

Air — " Sparkling and bright" 

Happy and gay are our hearts to-day, 
And our fool-steps fall full lightly ; 
For biennial bore is now no more, 
And junior hopes shine brightly. 

Then loud prolong the joyous song, 

In a hearty swelling chorus — 

For the sunlight clear of our junior year 

Is gleaming bright before us. 

How much helped us the equulus, 
That we brought in our pockets slyly ; 
While with jealous care we escaped the stare 
Of the tutors gaze so wily. 

See the down-cast air, and the blank despair. 
That sits on each Soph'more feature, 
As his bleared eyes gleam o'er that horrid scheme ! 
He's sure a wretched creature. 

Yet there still remains in all his pains, 
One drop of consolation ; — 
He heeds not the knell of the morning bell, 
That wakes the college nation. 

The Rubicon passed, we look back at last 
O'er our two years thronged with pleasures, — 
Yet a tear will fall as we pace the hall 
Where mem'ry hoards her treasures. 

But the days to come in our college home, 
Are full of joy and glory, 
And Fifty-Three for aye shall be 
The theme of many a story. 

Then three loud cheers for the pleasant years 
That await us still in college, 
And nine for the Class which none may surpass 
For freedom, fun, 4 or knowledge. 
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SONG. 




Air — " Benny Havens 0." 




ISAAC K. CLARK, '55. 


i 


Come, classmates, gather round us now, 


i 


And swell our joyous song ; 


I 


Let care be banished from each brow, 


i 


While time speeds swift along. 


1 


We're through the toils of Soph'more year, 




We've passed the Rubicon, 




There's nothing left to give us fear, 




Biennial is done ! 




Biennial is done, 




Biennial is done, 


i 


There's nothing left to give us fear, 


i 


Biennial is done ! 


i 


The years to come may bring sad care — 


i 
i 


Let come when come it may — 




To-day the sky above is fair, 


i 


So now let all be gay ; 




• And when the clouds shall come at last, 


1 


As come full sure they will, 


1 


We'll think of all our pleasures past, 


i 


And so be happy still ! 




And so be happy still, &c. 




Two years have gone since first we met, 




In friendship firm we're bound ; 


* 


In those to come we'll ne'er forget 




The friends that now are round. 




So pledging here with heart and hand, 




Together still to strive, 




We meet a happy, loving band — 
The Class of Fifty-Five ! 






The Class of Fifty-Five, &c. 


i 
! 

i 
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SONG. 

Aih — " Cocachelunk." 

j Tell me not in mournful numbers, 

! Of long nights of weary toil ; 

, • Broken and uneasy slumbers 

' And the wasting " midnight oil. 

; Chorus — Cocachelunk chelunk chelaly, 

, i Cocachelunk chelunk chela, 

I j Cocachelunk chelunk cbelaly, 

; Hi ! O, chickachelunk chela ! 
i j 

'. | Tell me not of unshorn whiskers 

! Of each gloomy Sophomore, 

; Contemplating Sophroniscus, 

Cramming Euclid o'er and o'er. 
Chorus — Cocachelunk, &c. 

i Tell me not of old Alcestis, 

j How she carried on of yore ; 

I She forever now at rest is, 

| Though she was a precious bore. 

i j Chorus — Cocachelunk, &c. 

Tell me not of fearful pleasures 
In the new Alumni Hall, 

How the tutors brought forth treasures, 
Hidden till Biennial. 

Chorus — Cocachelunk, &c. 

For Biennials are fleeting, 

And our hearts are stout and brave, ; 

And to-day together meeting 
Sing we o'er our tyrant's grave, 
Chorus — Cocachelunk, &,c. 

But we did not wander blindly 

Through our Latin and our Greek ; 

Let us think a moment kindly 
Of our quadrupeds so sleek. 
Chorus — Cocachelunk, &c. 
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Through our labors swift they bore us, 

(" Bore us," not as tutors do,) 
■ Singing here to-day our chorus, 
Think we of our ponies too. 
Chorus— Cocachelunk, &c. 

But our cramming days are over, 

Gone are Balbus, Euclid, — all J 
If we can, we will recover 

From that dread Biennial. 
Chorus~~ Cocachelunk, &c. 

Bright the sky is beaming o'er us, 

Fresh and Soph'more years are o'er J 
Juniors, join in singing chorus, 

Sing, " Biennials are a bore I" 
Chorus<~- Cocachelunk, &c. 



UOXOLOGY, 

Tune— " Old Hundred." 

Biennials are a bore— ore — ore — 
Biennials are a oore—ore-*-ore'*- 

BlENNIAL8 ARE A BORE — ORE ORE—* 

BIENNIALS ARE A BORE— ORE— ORE ! 
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BOAT SONG. 

BY L. L. D. '51. 

Am— « Uncle Ned." 



Bowsman ! push her from the shore ! 
Take the boat-hook, not an oar ! 
Coil the painter on the floor, 

In the bow ! 
Take jour places ! peak ! let fall 1 
Ready ! hear the captain's call ! 
Follow stroke, and give way all, 

Bravely now ! 

Is n't this most splendid weather !— ■ 
Second starboard, mind your feather ! 
Pull a little more together 

On the " port !" 
Catch a " cancer" if you dare, 
And of ''swallows" too, beware ; 
Fifteen minutes and we're there, 

At the Fort ! 

Can't you trim a little aft ?-— 
How the winds our banner waft ! 
u Like a thing of life" our craft 

Promenades ; 
See how brightly glows the west ! 
How it gilds the ocean's breast ! 
One — two — three— fou r— five — six—rest ! 

Jolly blades ! 

Now comrades, raise the strain, m 
And let no man refrain, 
Though he may not quite attain 

To the tune ; 
While the insects phosphorescent 
In the ripples shine incessant, 
And above us beams the crescent 

Of the moon. 
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When in after years we're harbored, 
With an infant on our larboard 
Knee, and sitting at our starboard 

Side a wife ,• 
As within our " clinker" cottage 
We devour our homely pottage, 
Gliding calmly towards the dotage 

Of our life. 

Then the rising generation 
We will tell with exultation 
How with keen exhilaration, 

Long ago, 
Many puns we perpetrated, 
And our songs reiterated, 
And the mermaids fascinated, 

Down below. 



ATALANTA BOAT SONG. 

BY A. BI6EL0W, '52. 

Air — " Blue Juniata." 

Proud rides our bonny bark, 

Bold Atalanta ! 
Storm, rock and ocean surge 

May try in vain to daunt her ; 
Swift as the desert steed, 

O'er the wave tops going, 
Pull boys ! away we dart, 

With lusty sinews rowing ! 

Come join a jovial song, 

Gay Atalanta ! 
O'er any craft afloat 

Fearlessly vaunt her ! 
True as an arrow's flight, 

Onward advancing, 
Yet ever gaily o'er 

The heaving billows dancing. 

Oh ! we're a jolly crew ! 

Shout — Atalanta ! 
Let every heart and voice 

Triumphant praises grant her ! 
Yes, let the echoes 'round 

Join with us to vaunt her; 
Shout now, in chorus — hip, 

Hurrah ! for atalanta ! 
4 
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SHAWMUT BOAT SONG. 

Written during the Regatta at Lake Winnipseogee, in Aug., 1852. 

BY A. E. KENT, '53. 

Air — " Sparkling and bright." 

Lightly afloat swims our gallant boat, 

And sways to the heaving billow, 
As the cradled child, in his slumbers mild, 
Is lulled on his infant pillow. 

Till we dash away through the foaming spray, 

And bound o'er the billows lightly, 
Where the quivering gleam of the bright sunbeam 
Far away gilds the water brightly. 

The billows smote by the stalwart stroke, 

To a thousand spray-drops frittered, 

Heaps to the light, more dazzling bright, 

Than the crest of Neptune glittered. 

As we dash away through the foaming spray, 
And bound o'er the billows lightly, 

Where the quivering gleam of the bright sun-beam, 
Far away gilds the waters brightly. 

As we toss the spray, on our lightning way 

Far backward the water gleameth, 
As th« flashing braid of the fair mermaid 

Down her foam white bosom streameth. 
As, &c. 

When the waters rise to the bending skies 

In a thousand summits round us, 
Where the bright lake smiles, 'mid its thousands isles, 
A thousand joys surround us ; 
As, <fec. 
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INTRODUCTORY ODE. 


ANONYMOUS 


,'58. 


Tune — " Gaudeamus igitur." 


Fundite nunc lacrymas 


Surgite nunc, Liquidi, 


Plorate Yalenses,— 


Carmen et cantemus, — 


Euclid rapuerunt fata 


Fratres adhuc fuimus, 


Membra et ejus inhumata 


Fratres semper erimus, 


Linquimus tres menses. 


Yitam ducn habemus. 


Salvete vos, Sophomores, 


Omnes Praeses expellat, 


Fortes et audaces,— 


Facultas minetur, — 


Sidera clarissima, 


Nobis tamen fortiter 


Fulmina dirissima, 


Funeri portabitur 


Portantesque faces. 


Euclid, et condetur. 


Vivat quisquis hue adest 


Nullus non deficiat 


Auditum Sermones, — 


Funeri qui venit ; 


Salvete vos Seniores 


Semper omnia et mens 


Salveteque Juniores — 


Quatuor et obtinens, 


Salvete Tirones. 


Attagenae coenaU 
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SONG. 

BY HOWAREYOUNOW, '55. 

Air — O, pueri me longumferte !" 

Oh ! carry him off ! 

Old Euclid 's dead and gone, 

He 's gone to ream in Pluto's home. 

The place where he was born : 

He 's worked long on the earth 

Away from friends and kin, 

And many an hour beneath his power, 

We luckless wights have been. 

Oh, Sophs, carry him off! 
Bury him low in the ground ! 

His days are o'er, and now no more 
Our wits will he confound ! 

Oh, carry him off! 
No more through dreary snow, 
Before the dawn of wintry morn, 
Must we to hear him go : 
And there, numb with the cold, 
'Mid fumes of smoke and oil,, 
Reductio ad abswdum, oh ! 
Elucidate with toil. 

Oh, carry him off! 

No more when home we go, 

At midnight hour, from ** father Lake y s,' y 

Shall he his visage show, 

To check and to destroy, 

With theorems hard and dry, 

The glowing cheer of Lager Beer, 

Which " father's " vats supply. 

Oh, carry him off! 

His limbs are stiff and cold, 

His eye is dull, his voice is still, 

And death his features enfold ; 

So now bring hirn along, 

And there in Tutors' Lane, 

Where Tutors oft have breathed their last, 

We'll let the body remain. 
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SONGS OF THE SPOON. 



THE WOODEN SPOON. 

AUTHOR UNKNOWN. 

Aik — " Auld Lang Syne." 

When first the Fresh to College hies, 

His leisure time to spend, 
He wears away his sleepless eyes, 

High scholarship his end ; 
But soon he finds that few attain 

That much desired boon, 
And with all effort seeks to gain 
The far-famed wooden spoon. 

Then loudly sing, each son of Yale, 

This worthy, honored boon, 

He who attempts will rarely fail 

To gain the wooden spoon. 

When in his chamber lone and drear, 

He wastes the midnight oil, 
He fears not, nor has cause to fear 

' That he shall lose his toil, 
For visions bright nit round his head, 

And Hope, appearing soon, 
High o'er the curtains of his bed 

Displays the wooden spoon. 

'Tis this supports him when despair 

Else would oppress him sore ; 
'Tis this which drives away his care, 

And bids him fear no more. 
When Horace frets and Euclid bores 

Each luckless tutored loon — 
He o'er his lesson dreaming, snores, 

And views the wooden spoon. 

And when appointments do appear, 

He can exulting say, 
With gladsome heart I now may cheer 

O'er my success to-day. 
I once to Yale a Fresh did come, 

But now a jolly June, 
Returning to my distant home, 

I bear the wooden spoon. 



so 
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SONG. 



'52. 



Air-— " Yankee Doodle." **?» ' • '■ 

Come, Juniors, join this jolly tune 

Our fathers sung before us ; 
And praise aloud the wooden spoon 
In one long swelling chorus. 

Yes ! let us, Juniors, shout and sing 

The spoon and all its glory,*— 
Until the welkin loudly ring 
And echo back the story. 



Who would not place this precious boon 

Above the Greek Oration ? 
Who would not choose the wooden spoon 

Before a Dissertation 1 
Then let, &c. 

Some pore o'er classic works jejune, 
Through all their life at College— 

I would not pour, but use the spoon 
To fill my mind with knowledge. 
So let, &c. 

And if I ever have a son 

Upon my knee to dandle, 
I'll feed him with a wooden spoon 

Of elongated handle. 
Then let, &c. 

Most college honors vanish soon, 

Alas! returning never, 
But such a noble wooden spoon 

Is tangible forever. 
So let, &c. 

Nowjgive, in honor of the spoon, 
Three cheers, long, loud and hearty, 

And three for every honored June 
In coch-le-au-re-a-ti. 
Yes let, &c. 
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SPOON. 
CLASS OF ; 53. 

Air — " Benny Havens O." 

Come all ye jolly Juniors, and stand up in a row, 

For singing sentimentally we're going for to go, 

We care not for appointments for morning night or noon, 

We're singing loud the praises of the jolly Wooden Spoon, 

The jolly Wooden Spoon ! 

The jolly Wooden Spoon ! 
We're singing lowd the praises of the jolly Wooden Spoon. I * 

To the fearful Freshmen we would sing, who sit so far behind, — 
Oh ! dare not gaze upon the spoon lest you be stricken blind ! 
Look forward for a year or so, you will be Soph'mores soon, 
And Sophomore Biennial decides the Wooden Spoon, 
Decides the Wooden Spoon, &c. 

What adds to our enjoyment, our pride and glory too, 
Is that so many ladies fair are present to our view, 
We thank them for their favor, — it is a mighty boon : 
We sing as well their praises as the glories of the Spoon ? 
The glories of the Spoon, &c. 

But one short year remains to us and we'll be here no more, 
So if you think of husbands from tho Class of Fifty Four, 
You must, sweet ladies, be on hand, you cannot be too soon ; 
Permit us to propose to you the man who has the Spoon ! 

The man who has the Spoon ! 

The man who has the Spoon ! 
Permit us to propose to you the man who has the Spoon ! 

And Soph'mores, remember well, on you our mantle falls — 
'Tis yours to stand, in fifty-four, within these hallowed walls ! 
Among you, though you know him not, there stands an embro 

Jun., 
Whose name, upon the Tutor's books, is writ against the Spoon ! 
Is writ against the Spoon ! &c. 

Oh ! now you Greek Oration man, we see your curious look ; 
And those two Philosophical with jealousy are strook ; 
For cochleaureati but join in this our tune, 
And raise on high the glories of the jolly Wooden Spoon ! 
The jolly Wooden Spoon ! &c. 
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PRESENTATION SONGS. 


AMO, AMAS. 


BY JOSEPHUS, '50. 


Amo, Amas, 


Go it a parvum stronger. 


I love the class 


Horum corum, (fee. 


Of eighteen hundred and fifty ; 




Old Yale's the place 


There's multus fun 




In her nominative case 


In being done 




Where students grow so thrifty ; 


One side et turned over, 




Rorum corum, sunt divorum, 


Sed plus, I vow, ' 


Haram scarum divo ; 


In discens how 


Tag rag, merry derry, hi cock-o- 


Esse a mendax lover. 


rum, 


Horum corum, &c. 


Rigdum hitty mitty kimo. 






Et meus boots 


Can I decline 


Facti by Lutz 


Nymphae divine ? 


They're both tight and slender : 


As in New Haven city 


Et meus club, 


Their oculi bright, 


Yale Ego dub 1 


Their mania white 


Is my Faith's defender. 1 


Their frangi pecti pity. 


Horum corum, &c. 


Horum corum, &c. 






Omne bene, 


Oh how bella 


Sine paene, 


Is my collar ! 


Tempus est ludendi : 


Quite super are my aures ! 


Venit hora, 


If I have luck, sir, 


Absque mora, 


I'm a buck, sir, 


Libros deponendi. 


At the Prex's soirees. 


Hoium corum, &c. 


Horum corum, &c. 






Unus cigar, 


Si I could stay 


And none to spare, 


Circum this way 


Promptus for a treat, sir, 


But just one annus longer, — 


Alumni young, 


Forte I could, 


Life just begun, 


Credo I should, 


Cornu cant be beat, sir. 




Horum corum, &c. 

1 
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SONG. 

OF THE CLASS OF '51. 

Air— " Oh ! I am a merry sailor lad." 

Oh ! we are happy sons of Yale 

With hearts both light and free, 
We love her honored classic name, 

But more one good A. B. 
Hurrah ! hurrah ! hurrah ! 
We love, we love, we love Old Honored Yale, 
We love, &c. 

But now we're through, hurrah ! hurrah ! 

To smoke we're seated here ; 
Oh ! let it be the pipe of peace, 

And keep our mem'ries dear — 
Hurrah! hurrah! &c. 

Four fleeting years these elms have waved 

O'er many a happy heart ; 
Like lov'd companions, they are dear, 

But now, old Elms, we part ! 
Hurrah! hurrah! 020. 

Bright eyes have often o'er us beamed, 

And beauty's radiant smile ; 
In dreams those eyes will yet be near, 
And many a care beguile. 
Hurrah ! hurrah ! &c. 
We love, we love those stars that o'er us shine, 
We love, we love those eyes that are divine ! 

Though we may wander far away, 

In foreign lands may roam ; 
Our hearts will travel back again 

To this our four years' home. 
Farewell ! farewell ! farewell ! 
We love, &c. 
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ALMA MATER. 

Air—" Old North Star." 

Alma Mater I Alma Mater ! Heaven's blessing attend thee, 
While we live we will cherish, protect, and defend thee ; 
Thy sons, dear old Yale, sing in loud, thrilling chorus, 
While we think of thy great men who've been here before us. 

Hurrah ! hurrah ! Alma Mater, forever. 

Hurrah ! hurrah ! Alma Mater, forever. 

Alma Mater ! Alma Mater ! we ne'er shall forget thee, 
Embalmed in the shrine of our hearts have we set thee ; 
Thou haven of rest in life's tempest-torn ocean, 
Where calmly we rode in youth's wildest commotion* 
Hurrah ! &c. 

Alma Mater ! Alma Mater ! watch o'er our last parting, 
Wipe away those sad tears that too soon may be starting ; 
Whisper thou o'er our doubts, a Duty calls you, be brave, 
Truth's soldiers are fainting, go, succor and save. 

Be brave — be true — your country will love you, 
Be right, — your might in God above you." 

Alma Mater ! Alma Mater ! we'll bring to thy shrine, 
Our first fruits of Fame, let the offering bp thine ; 
You trained our young minds, and you taught us to think, 
From thy classic fountains, rich draughts did we drink. 
Hurrah ! hurrah ! &c. 

Alma Mater ! Alma Mater ! ere we visit thee more 
These elms may be falling, all moss-covered o'er ; 
Yet we'll tread thy old nails, though with ag'd footfall creeping, 
Their echoes shall wake joys that only were sleeping. 
Hurrah ! hurrah ! &c. 
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SONG. 

Air— « Yankee Doodle." 

The Senior class have been around 

A-cramming for Biennial ; 
And sober Profs, the most profound, 
Reviewed the ceremonial. 

Chorus. — Flunks and fizzles led the way, 
Rushes visionary ; 
Flunks and fizzles led the day, 
Of rushes we were chary. 

The Profs were busy watching sleeves. 

And looking for the '* ponies," 
But through the cracks came up the leaves 

From cellar-hidden cronies. 

Chorus — Flunks and fizzles led, &c. 

We newly illustrated laws, 

Of chemic combination, 
Splurged on the Megalonyx jaws, 

And earth's great alteration. 

Chorus- — Flunks and fizzles led, <fcc. 

The corporation are amazed, 

To see our wondrous knowledge, 
And lest with learning we be crazed, 

They send us out of College. 

Chorus — Flunks and fizzles led, &c. 

Then shout aloud, ye Seniors wise, 

And let the cheer re-echo— 
We've done with cramming books and pies, 
And taken to tobacco. 

Chorus— Pipes and dudheens lead the day, 
Cramming's ordinary ; 
Pipes and dudheens led the day, 
Of smoking we're not chary. 
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SONG. 

Aih— " Few Days." 

We're going from this College home, 

In a few days — few days, 
And forth into the world to roam. 

As we pass away. 
But ere we go we'll sing this song, 

Few days — few days, 
And make old Yale remember long, 
Who now pass away. 

Chorus— For out into the " wide — wide" — 
In a few days — few days, — 
Out into the wide — wide — ( 

Well all pats away. 
Can't stay in this College home 

No more — no more— 
Can't stay much longer here — 
We'll all pass away. 

We had a jolly Soph Pow-wow, 

Of a few days — a few days — 
And buried Euclid in a row, 

As we passed away. 
They made the- Maine Law Junior Year, 

For a few days — a few days, 
But failed to banish Lager Bier, 

Ere we passed away. 

Chorus — For out into the " wide — wide," &c« 

The siege in yon Alumni Hall, 

Of a few days — a few days, 
Was mighty wondrous to us all, 

Ere we passed away. 
RigM minded seniors skinned in state, 

For a few days — a few days, 
Convinced, but didn't demonstrate. 

As they passed away. 

Chorus — Far out into the " wide — wide," &c. 

And soon we'll jog along in life, 
In a few days — a few days, 
* To seek for fortune, fame and wife, 
When we pass away. 
We'll lay aside our College cares, 

In a few days — a few days, 
While future seniors go to prayers, 
4 And can't stay away. 

Chorus — For out into the "wide — wide," &c. 
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Air — " Dearest May" 

" Erectis auribusque," a story we relate, 
That happened in the City of the Wooden-nutmeg State, 
'Twas in the big Biennial Hall this time we dug away, 
We always worked the harder when the ponies came in play*. 
Chorus — Oh ! mighty brass, 

Thy virtue did'st surpass 

The "digging through" and "cramming" too, 

Of all the Senior Class. 

Once fairly in and seated,' suppose us at our " stands," 
With " locomotive" papers, as well the case demands, 
For engine-ultj " i'faith," and lots of that it needs, 
To demonstrate one's standing by the management of steeds. 
Chorus — Oh ! mighty brass, &c. 

The reverend professors, in elevated chairs, 
Look over their good spectacles with most suspicious stares, 
When down your sleeves come gliding, with a motion free and light, 
Some " scraps of information," just in time to set you right. 
Chorus — Oh ! mighty brass, &c. 



SONG. 

Air — " JuvaUera." 



The day of departure is come, and our sail 

Already is spread to the favoring wind; 

Adieu, Alma Mater, Adieu, dear old Yale — 

Bis. We leave you to-day when yon sun has declined. 

Chorus — JuvaUera ! Juvallera ! JuvaUera, valler, vallera, &c. 

As sadly the last parting moments glide past, 

With thoughts of the years that have peaceably flown, 
We gaze upon life's stormy ocean at last, 
Bis. And dread to embark on its waters alone. 

Chorus — Juvallera, <fcc. 

Yet linger we may not, we sever to-day, 

The last ties that fasten our bark to the shore ; 
And though the* wide waste take on wearisome ways, 
Bis. To meet ne'er again till the voyage be o'er. 

Choru* — Juvallera, &c. 

Then comrades, as 'neath these dark trees we recline, 

We'll pledge one another to cherish this day, 
Around fifty-five fondest memories shall turn, 
Bis. And elm-girt old Yale be remembered for aye. 

Chorus — Juvallera, &c. 
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Air—" Derby Ram:' 

I came an Emerald Freshman, 
With just a dozen shirts, 

A face unknown to whiskers, 
A coat devoid of skirts, 

O, a coat devoid of skirts, 

O, a coat devoid of skirts. 

On knowledge was I bent, sir, 
For learning did I pant, 

So to College I was sent, sir, 
To see the Elephant. 

O, to see the Elephant, 

O, to see the Elephant. 

The animal is some, sir, 
I've scrutinized him through, 

From trunk to tip of tail, sir ; 
I rather think I'll do. 

O, I rather think I'll do, 

O, I rather think I'll do. 

O, College is the place, sir, 

For jollity and fun ; 
For four years take your ease, sir, 

Repent when you have done. 
O, repent when you have done, 
O, repent when you have done. 

But now old Yale, I leave her, 
To breast the waves of life ; 

I'm going to serve my country, 
And sport a pretty wife. 

O, and sport a pretty wife, 

O, and sport a pretty wife. 

When I get into business, 
And count my numerous boys, 

I'll send them to old Yale, sir, 
To taste its bumkum joys. 

O, to taste its bunkum joys, 

0, to taste its bunkum joys. 
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SONG. 




CLASS OF '53. 




" Modulus— Where, oh where, are the Hebrew Children. 99 


Ubi sunt Biennales chart® ? 


Bis. 


"Domes a nobis pros t rat ae, 




(Fieri non potest quin.) 




Professoribds pabulo erunt, 


Ter. 


Non alia re dignae sunt. 




Ubi est meus parvus equus 1 


Bis. 


Qui de me est bene meritus, 




(Per quem stabat quominus— ) 




Omne actum est cum equo, 


Ter. 


Ex equo sic pugnavi. 




Ubi sunt hi professores ? 


Bis. 


Quibus modo caenam dedimus, 




(Qui nihil praetermiserunt quin — ) 




Laborant stomacho, sed nihil interest, 


Ter. 


Si sheepskin valet, bene est. 




Ubi classes inferiores 1 


Bis. 


Invidentes hie a tergo, 




Macte, pueri, virtute ! 




Non cujusvis est square, 


Ter. 


Classem quinquaginta tres ! 


• 


Ubi sunt Seniores ante nos ? 


Bis. 


Haud scio an terra marique 




Ubique dispersi sint, 




Iidem sunt qui semper fuerunt ; 


Ter. 


Ex civitate pulsi sunt. 




Ubi est Guglielmus Wickham ? 


Bis. 


Cui seculare carmen cantat, 




Vermes habent corpus id. 




Alios centum annos abhinc, 


Ter. 


Vermes devoravint nos. 
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Air-*" Come, come, soldiers come" 

Beneath these elms — whose sacred shade 
Rests on the scene so soon to fade—* 
We gather now, from toil set free, 
To hold our parting jubilee. 
Chorus — Sing, sing, Seniors sing, 

Sing ere the parting hours take wing, 
Sing, sing, Seniors sing, 
Sing ere the hours take wing. 

We meet a full unbroken band, 
In joy to clasp each brother's hand ; 
To talk of each fair dawning day, 
Illumed by Hope's bright golden ray. 
Chorus — Sing, sing, Seniors sing, &c. 

For us is hushed the morning bell, 
And hushed the tuneful organ's swell ; 
While from our glad and happy throng 
Is heard the mirthful laugh and song. 
Chorus — Sing, sing, Seniors sing, &c. 

For ever boast Columbia's fame, 
And glorious Alma Mater's name ; 
Nor cease, till life's last hour arrive. 
To shout the praise of Fifty-Five ! 
Chorus-*- Sing, sing, Seniors sing, 

Sing ere the parting hours take wing, 
Sing, sing, Seniors sing, 
Sing ere the hours take wing. 
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THOUGHTS AT PARTING. 

BY B. S. WILLIS, '41. 

Hindostan Air* 

Chorus — Well, our years like transient dreams, 

All have glided by, — 
Smiling in the past they stand, 

A silent company ; 
Tell us, ye fleeting band, 
Gliding to your shadowy land, 

Tell us— will your sunny reign 

Ne'er return again ? 

THE RESPONSE. 

Time — Yes, your years, like transient dreams 

All have glided by, 
Smiling in the past they stand, 

A silent company ; 
Still receding on the shore 
Of wasting life, they'll come no more, 

And for you, their sunny reign 

Ne'er returns again. 

Chorus — But those days and months and hours, 

Tell us, where are they ? 
Like a full and lengthened life 

They seem'd but yesterday ! 
Far, far they stretched along, 
Bright with flowers, and cheer'd by song ; 

Joy, and kindling fancy form'd 

Ne'er a dream beyond ! 
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Time — Fled forever — with your years, 

Fled those days and hours ; 
Gathered now, or lost for aye, 

Gathered all their flowers ! 
Brighter days and calmer hours, 
Purer joys or fairer flowers, 

Earnest hearts, ye may attain 

Ne'er in life again ! 

Chorus — Parting sunders many a tie 

All unfelt before, — 
What a beauty clothes these scenes 

Never yet they wore ! 
Trees ne'er sprung so full and fair ; 
Never breathed so soft an air ! 

Earth ne'er offered to the sky 

Such a minstrelsy ! 

And these tranquil shades of elm — 
Deep their beauty now ! 

And these old familiar halls — 
Dearer still they grow. 

Stay, stay ye fleeting hours ! 

Bear not from these classic bowers 
These happy scenes, and spirits gay, 
Our kindred souls away ! 

Time— Room, room for throngs who come 

Closely pressing on, 
Loiterers in the flight of years, 

The final task is done ! 
Others come these seats to fill — 
Room ! they throng the threshold well ! 

Stranger voices drown your own — 

On, loiterers, on! 

Chorus — Yet for us who linger here, 
Yet one parting strain, 
When shall music's grateful voice 

Blend our hearts again ! 
God speed you, comrades ! still, 
Heaven protect and guard you well, 
Bright the sky, and fair the gale — 
Peace to honored " Yale !" 
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YALE PARTING SONG, 

BY W. 8. COLTON, '50. 

Air — " Bruce' s Address" 

Rise, ye gallant sons of Yale ! 
Let your voices, on the gale, 
Swell o'er mountain, hill and vale, 

Swell the anthem free : 
Ye are Freedom's sons ! — the sod 
Where ye tread your fathers trod, 
Yours their blood-bought gift of God, 

Glorious liberty ! 

Will ye shame your noble sires ? 
Will ye not, with pure desires, 
Light afresh her altar fires, 

Ere they fade and die ? 
Brothers ! will ye too be men, 
Fight her battles o'er again, 
Not with sword, but with the pen, 

Winning victory? 

Trusting in the God of might, 
Turning not your backs for flight, 
Scholar-Soldiers ! for the right 

Face the coward foe ! — 
Error — hurl him from his throne, 
Truth's bright banner wave alone, 
With it, trophies all your own, 

Conquer, where ye go. 

Who would wear a craven soul ? 
Who, while life's red currents roll, 
Will not stretch him to the goal, 

Grasp the glittering prize ? 
While greai voices and sublime, 
Sounding up the march of Time, 
Cry " who glory's mount would climb, 

Here her summits rise !" 

Heart to heart, and hand to hand, 
Go, Yalbnsia's noble band, 
In your love united stand, 

Scorn the tempter's snare ; — 
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Pressing forward evermore 
To the Great Life, that before, 
Vast, a sea without a shore, 
Waits your presence there. 

Gaze ye on eaeh other's face, 
Give ye each the last embrace-, 
Earnest, then, begin the race, 

Leading on the van ; 
Putting ignorance to shame, 
And with deeds of worthiest name, 
Striving, with an heavenward aim* 

For the good of man. 

And when ye that race have run, 
And each soldier's setting sun-* 
Setting when the battle's won — 

Sinks behind the west, 
Stretched upon the tented field, 
Each beneath his battered shield, 
Where your shout of " victory !" pealed, 

Find your glorious rest. 
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PARTING HYMN. 

BY H. M. eOLTON, *48. 

Brothers, for the last time gathered 

In this ancient, holy pile, 
Where high anthem daily filleth 

Each religious aisle, 
And the hearts true prayer ascending 
Meets the ear of God low bending, 
The still while ; 

Brothers !— what shall be our greeting, 
Happy smile or mournful tear ? 

Which would be to us most fitting, 
Hope or anxious fear ? 

Neither ; but a mingled feeling ; 

As upon this lighted ceiling 
Shades appear ! 

Grief, — that our united being—* 

Duties, joys, severities, 
Manly deeds of generous kindness, 

Gentle sympathies, 
Teachings, patient, wise and fitting— 
In the distance are retreating, 
From our eyes. 

Joy,— an eager, solemn pleasure, 
That our first young course is o'er, 

And a Great Life, without measure, 
Reachethon before, 

To be filled with deed and thought, 

As our own hands shall have wrought, 
Evermore ! 

Comrades, let us still be scholars 
Studying in the Halls of Time ! 

Searching out our hidden natures, 
Mysteries sublime ! 

Tending on to God's high throne 

With a being like his own. 
Most divine ! 

Going forth, then, cheerfully, 

Working silent, and alone, 
Each upon his right arm leaning, 

And the Mighty One, 
Doing what we find to do — 
Comrades, generous, tried and true, 
Say, Adieu ! 
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STANZAS FROM VALEDICTORY POEM, 

BY F. M. FINCH, '49. 

Gray rocks, by Heaven's own arches span'd, 
Twin giants guarding sea and land, 
The vine shall wreath your brows of stone, 
The cloud shall make your crags its throne, 
When harvests wave and orchards bloom 
Upon each long forgotten tomb. 
Though stern the fate your dark lips tell, 
Farewell, gray ramparts, fare ye well ! 

Broad bay, upon whose heaving breast 
The billow waves its battle crest, 
Our shallop helm and dipping oar 
Shall part thy locks of foam no more ! 
We shall not plow thine azure plain, 
Or count thy snow-tipped hills again, 
Yet while the tides of ocean swell, 
Farewell, brave billows, fare ye well f 

Dark elms, beneath whose emerald dome 
Music and smiles have built their home, 
Within whose realm of summer shade 
Our dreams like wanton birds have strayed, 
We shall not see you clothed again 
With verdant wreath or crystal chain, 
Yet lomg may leaf to leaflet tell 
Our parting word, our sad farewell ! 

Old halls, through which the whirling tide 
Of earnest toil and wrestling pride 
Has rolled with many a billow shock, 
As rivers lash the sundered rock, 
Your aged walls shall ring no more 
With word or song of ours. 'Tis o'er — 
The changeful dream, the witching spell; — 
One thought is left us ; — 't is farewell ! 
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PARTING ODE. 

BY A. BIGELOW, '52. 

Many times ere now we've parted, 

Yet no drops of sadness fell ; 
Were we, brothers, less warm hearted, 

Saying tearlessly, ** Farewell ?" 
No ! till now, there mingled ever 

Trust that all would meet again ; 
'T is the thought that now we sever 

Ne'er to meet, that gives us pain. 
Brothers ! our last parting word, 
Once for aye, will soon be heard ! 

Doubtful, wistful, we are standing 

By our Alma Mater's door — 
Of Futurity demanding 

What there is for us in store. 
Know we then, that, boyhood ended, 

Men, the world will call us now ; 
And, with " dove and serpent" blended, 

Stout of heart, and bold of brow, 
In still haunts or busy mart, 
Ours must be stern manhood's part. 

Soon our number will be broken, 

And the mandate, " Dust to dust," 
O'er departing brothers spoken, 

Will commit to earth her trust. 
Who of all shall first be taken 1 

Who, when years have fled, be last ? 
Shall the fatal lot be shaken ? 

Nay ! in vain it would be cast ! 
F6r a power controls our fate, 
Whose stern summons we must wait ! 

But we may not linger, brothers ; 

Be our fiiture what it will, 
We must on ! and yield to others 

Places we no more can fill. 
Yet, a bosom friend in sadness, 

Nestles Memory near our hearts ; 
Kindly let remembered gladness 

Wipe each tear-drop as it starts ; — 
As we benedictions say, 
Let it bless our parting day. 



PASTING SONGS. 



Though the din of strife's before us, 

Hark ! with gentle words of peace, 
Faith and Hope are hovering o'er us, 

Whispering, " Strife and toil shall cease !" 
Every cause but Truth's forsaking, 

On through life our course we'll urge, 
Rest in death, — then, gladly waking, 

Find us o'er the River's surge. 
Hoping there to meet and dwell, 
Say, we, Brothers, now, "Farewell !" 



PARTING SONGS. 



49 



PARTING ODE. 

BY FISKE P. BREWER, '52. 

Finis nobis expetitus 

Adest quadriennio ; 
Jam in cur sura vitro eximus, 

Imus alii alio. 

Bint in quaque via vitas 
Opes, apes, amici cutque, 

Felix domus, bene audire, 
Merito laudari. 

Dum oramus te minora, 
Dona, Deus, et majora : 
O volante utanrar hora 
Bene sapienter. 

Nos, qui Salvatorem amamus, 
Spe Salutis gaudeamus : 
Cito ceteri petamus 
Pacem sempiternam. 

Lacrymis bonorum detur 
Terra, quum quis morietur : 
Altero levatum leto 
Deus alte tollat. 

Si quis lsBsit fratri frater 
Mutuo nunc igaoscatur. 
Gaudeat nobis Alma Mater, 
Fratres, valeatis. 

Finis nobis expetitus 

Adest quadriennio : 
Jam in cursum vitae eximus, 

Imus alii alio. 
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CHARGE OF THE 56th. 
From the Yale Literary of March, 1855. 

With a crash, with a smash, 
With a dash onward, 

Into Biennial hall, 

Rushed the bold hundred. 

Into Biennial hall, 

Rushed the bold hundred, 
For up came an order which, 

No one had blundered. 
" Forward the Soph Brigade ! 

Onward with ponies' aid :" 
Into Biennial hall, 

Rushed the bold hundred. 

" Forward the Soph Brigade " 
No man was there dismayed, 
Not though the Juniors said 

They flunked and blundered : 
They did not make reply. 
They did not reason why, 
But bound to rush or die, 
Into Biennial hall, 

Rushed the bold hundred. 

Tutors to right of them, 
Tutors to left of them, 
Tutors in front of them, 

Looked on and wondered. 
For when the Chapel bell 
TolPd out its mournful knell, 
Boldly they rushed and well, 
Into the jaws of Death, 
Into the mouth of Hell, 

Rushed the bold hundred. 
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Flashed all their weapons bare, 
Flashed all their pens in air, 
Wasting the paper there, 
Skinning from ponies while, 

All the Profs, wondered ; 
Plunged in the classic smoke, 
With many an inky stroke, 
The Latin lines they broke : 
Onward, right on they rushed, 

Rushed the bold hundred. 

Tutors to the right of them, 
Tutors to the left of them, 
Tutors behind them, 

Spouted and thundered ; 
Answering with a yell, 
Those that had fought so well, 
Came from the jaws of Death, 
Back from the mouth of Hell, 
All that had rushed of them, 

Rushed of one hundred. 



When can their glory fade ? 
O the great rush they made ! 

All the Profs, wondered, 
Honor the rush they made ! 
Honor the Soph Brigade, 

Noble one hundred 
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THE COLLEGE GHOST. 

From the Yale Literary, November, 1864. 

A LEGEND OF OLD SOUTH MIDDLE. 

By the flickering light of a fluid lamp, 
A Freshman sat in his room so damp, 

But his lesson was a damper ; 
Studying out how the Roman Camp 
Had been lorded over by many a scamp 

Who made their enemies scamper. 
The rain poured without while be pored within, 
The elements made a most fearful din, 

Like ten thousand gongs for dinner ; 
When he heard a step on the College walk, 

Like the step of a ghostly walker, 
And at his door he heard a knock, 

Like the rap of a ghostly knocker ; 
For the knock was hollow upon the door, 
And hollow the step on the entry floor, 
As if made by bones and nothing more. 

44 Who comes there at this time of night ?" 
The Freshman queried with pale affright, 
While the hair of his head stood bolt upright, 
And he felt quite blue as he turned quite white. 

No answer : but bump 

On the door came a thump, 
As much as to say " No lingo f 

Open your door, 

Without a word more, 
Or I'll break it down, by jingo." 



The Freshman reluctantly turned the key, 
Expecting a Sophomore gang to see, 
Who, with faces masked and bangers stout, 
Had come resolved to smoke him out, 
And give him a puff he could do without. 
So he turned the bolt with fear and gloom, 
But Sophomores bolt not into the room. 

But instead a woful vision 
Smote upon his startled sight ; 

In the darkness of the entry 

Stood a shape most thin and white, 
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Showing all its ghastly grimness, 

On the bosom of the night : 
Dimly through its form transparent, 

Shone the Freshman's fluid light, 
And the hair stood stiff and straighter, 

On the fear bewildered wight. 
" Who art thou," he faintly uttered, 

" Coming in this mournful plight ?" 
And the figure dimly muttered — 

What I very soon shall write. 
In the next verse you shall see it, 

Read it slowly — read it right. 

" I am not the ghost of biped, 
Trampling over the stones, 
As soon thou wilt discover, 
By the hide on my bones ; 
In my extremity 

I come to thee ; 
At my extremity, 
Thou wilt see 
A long and stern tail ; 

Keep thy serenity, 
Nor let thy lips turn pale. 

" I am a College pony, 

Coming from a Junior's room, 
The ungrateful wretch has cast me 

Forth to wander in the gloom. 
I bore him safe through Horace, 

Saved him from the flunkey's doom, 
Now biennial is over, 
He, instead of oats and clover, 

Will not grant me e'en a tomb. 
While I wander here unburied, 

I am in a dreadful fix, 
For I never can be ferried 

O'er the deep and muddy Styx. 
As I am old and spavin-kneed, 
I thy help most sorely need, 

Lay me low in Tutor's Lane ; 
I will bear thee there with speed, 

Caring not for wind and rain." 

The Freshman heard and saw his tale, 
He bestrode the back of the form so pale, 
Although it was sharp, like the edge of a rail, 
Yet the speed of the Pale Horse never did fail, 
Till he reached the middle of Tutor's Lane, 
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Where the Freshman dug in the mist of the rain, 

A grave for the Pony with might and main. 

(There's a fine chance to pun with rain and main.) 

He dug the grave, and he laid him low 

Where the sweet May-flowers in their beauty grow, 

And the winds of winter wildly rave, 

Over the place of the Pony's grave. 

He planted above him a white pine board, 

And on it these words he rudely scored : — 

EPITAPH. 

" This grave is unworthy to hide, 
His hide who traveled rough roads ; 

He ne'er was translated, but died 
Translating old Horace's Odes. 

Here he lies past the doctor's art, 
Tread gently, and leave him alone ; 

The remains of what may have been Smart, 
Although it was skin and Bohn !" 



-J. 'v 
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INTRODUCTION. 

» ♦■» » 

The " Songs of Tale " has two classes of readers : 

First, Students in College, who use this as a text-book for College 
music. 

Second, Persons at a distance who, either as graduates or prospective 
members of this College, as members of kindred institutions of learning, 
or because they may have friends in Yale, are interested in the book as 
an exponent of student life and character. 

It is due to the former that this introduction should contain a brief 
history of College music at Yale, and to the latter that some account be 
given of the various festivals for which many of the songs were composed. 

The history of College music in this country, — by which I mean the 
singing of distinctively Student Songs, either original or otherwise,— ex- 
tends, at farthest, over only a few years, and, so far as I can learn, Yale 
has been foremost among American Colleges in introducing not only 
some of the best songs of the German Students, but also a good degree 
of that enthusiastic song-spirit, which beautifies their University life. 
Yet it is not twenty years since Gaudeamus was first sung at Yale. The 
introduction of this song by the accomplished editor of the "Musical 
World," may be regarded as the commencement of College singing in 
this country, although it had long been customary, as at present, to 
close the exercises in chapel on Presentation Day, by the singing of a 
Parting Hymn or Ode, written for the occasion, by some member of the 
graduating class. Soon after Gaudeamus was introduced, original songs 
began to appear on the programmes of some of the exhibitions, and the 
custom once established, has rapidly increased in popularity, until now 
the singing takes a prominent and interesting place in most of the great 
occasions, and contributes no inconsiderable share to the enjoyment of 
daily life, and to the education of those who call Yale, Alma Mater. 

No thoughtful person will he surprised that I should claim for the 
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Songs of Yale a share in student education, if he will remember how 
large a part of College culture is gained outride of the recitation room, 
and the frequently quoted aphorism — u Take care of the songs of a peo- 
ple, and it matters not who make their laws." If this be true of a 
nation, embracing persons of all ages, and widely varying pursuits, how 
much more must it be applicable to a College community, united in 
the sympathy of youth and a common object, — in a word, and with a 
strictness of definition that can be applicable to no other body of men, 
— a community. 

One universally acknowledged characteristic of Yale students and 
graduates, is to a great degree distinctly traceable to this department of 
our unconscious education. I mean the enthusiastic love and reverence 
which every Yale man cherishes for his College and all belonging to it, 
which clusters around the time-worn walls, and makes an elm tree sacred 
the world over. Those are no unmeaning words which we sing so often : 

"Alma Mater, Alma Mater, Heaven's blessing* attend thee ! 
"While we live we will cherish, protect and defend thee." 

Or those other lines which deserve an equal place in our affection : 

" Old walls, may sunny memories dwell 

Around you, ne'er to fail I 
Till ye shall hear the last farewell 
Of friends who ? ve loved in Yale." 

The first collection of our songs was made in 1853 by Messrs. N. W. T. 

Root and J. E. Lombard, members of the class of 1854. Their effort 

met with such approval, that in a short time the edition was exhausted, 

and in 1855, a second was prepared by Mr. Root In 1858 the materials 

for a third were placed in the hands of the present editor, and in March 

of that year a new collection on the basis of the former was issued. In 

that edition, quite a number of old songs which had fallen into disuse, 

were restored on account of their intrinsic merit, and in one or two cases 

this has resulted in their restoration to popular favor. 



After the general College Songs, which are adapted for all occasions, 
the first division in the book consists of 

Alumni Songs. These were written to be sung at the annual meetings 
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of the Society of Alumni, which occur on the Wednesday of Commence- 
ment week, and are occasions of great interest to all graduates. 

Next will be found the Society Songs of the two great literary associa- 
tions, " Linonia" and the "Brothers in Unity," to one or other of which 
every student belongs. These strive with one another from year to year 
to gain numerical superiority, securing in general a pretty equal division of 
each incoming class. The former was founded in 1753, the latter some 
fifteen years later. These should not be confounded with the numerous 
secret societies of the College, which are class societies, and much more 
limited in the number of their members. It is proper to state here 
that the popular u Smoking Song " was originally written for the Psi 
Upsilon Fraternity. 

Of the Boat Songs nothing need be said, since the fame of Yale 
boating is so widely known. 

The Pow Wow celebrates the accession of the Freshmen to the 
Sophomore rank in College, and takes place on the evening of Presentation 
Day. It is held on the steps of the State House, immediately opposite 
the Colleges. The Freshman Class assemble in various disguises and 
listen, with enthusiastic applause, while chosen speakers ventilate their 
new found sophomoric eloquence. The outlandish costume of the 
throng, the comic transparencies, the torchlight bringing into bold relief 
the fine Grecian front of the State House, and the excellent music 
usually employed, seldom fail to draw together a large crowd of specta- 
tors, and make the pageant, as seen from a little distance, one of the 
most quaint and picturesque that College life affords. 

The Burial op Euclid, a custom now happily done away, was for- 
merly celebrated early in the Sophomore year, when the class having 
completed that study, performed the last rites for the great mathema- 
tician. A funeral oration was pronounced, dirges were sung, and after 
a funeral procession by torchlight at dead of night, the remains of the 
Alexandrean were burned on a funeral pyre, in a locality well known to 
Yalensians as "Tutor's Lane." 

At the closeof the second year in College, occurs the "Sophomore Bi- 
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ennial," aa examination of the class, occupying about three weeks, and 
covering all tke studies pursued during the two preceding years. At the 
conclusion of this examination, the Biennial Jubilee is celebrated. The 
class assemble at some cool place, usually near the harbor, where a dinner 
baring been provided, they spend an afternoon in giving and replying to 
appropriate toasts, in congratulating one another on having finally "laid" 
the ghost of Euclid and his confreres, and conclude the day " with shout 
and song, and slow ascending smoke," till they part for vacation with a 
new link added to that tie which binds them to one another and to Yale. 

The Wooden Spoon Exhibition takes place in the Junior year, on 
Monday of Presentation Week. It was originally intended as a burlesque 
on the Junior Exhibition which occurs a few weeks earlier, and this char- 
acter it has not wholly lost. A wooden spoon, elegantly carved of rose- 
wood, and of dimensions which would make it startling even to the 
giants of old, is presented in the name of the class, theoretically to 
that member whose name stands last upon the list of appointments for 
Junior exhibition, but practically to some general favorite. This exhi- 
bition is one of the most popular of the College year, and never fails to 
draw immense audiences. The original idea to offer in this an opportu- 
nity for the non-appointed of the former exhibition to display their talent 
and thus illustrate j the " dignity of a poor scholar," has been so far 
relinquished as to allow the employment of the comic talent of the class, 
without respect to scholarship, and these exhibitions are generally highly 
creditable to those by whom they are conducted. 

Last and saddest, yet most interesting of the College days that claim 
a notice here, comes Presentation Day, so called because on that day 
the Senior Class, having completed their studies, are presented to the 
President, and through him to the Corporation, as candidates for their 
first degree. This custom originated sometime during the last century, 
— the precise date is uncertain. The time when it takes place is on 
Wednesday, six weeks before Commencement. After the ceremonial of 
presentation, a Valedictory Oration and Poem are delivered in the chapel, 
and a Parting Ode, written always to the tune "Auld Lang Syne," is 
sung. The Senior Class then are invited by the corporation to meet the 
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faculty, and such graduates as may be present, at Alumni Hall, where a 
dinner is proved. The reunion makes the day one of especial interest 
to recent graduates, and to all as a kind of " domestic Commence- 
ment," without the heat and bustle and crowd of the Commencement 
proper. After the dinner, the Senior Class assemble on the green in 
front of the College, and forming a circle listen to the chronicles of 
the class, sing parting songs, some full of hopes for the future, others 
sad with the memory of joyous hours forever departed, — smoke the pipe 
of peace, cheer the old buildings in order, plant the ivy by the library 
towers, where it may serve " to keep their memory green," and sadly, 
each in turn grasping the hand of each, say good bye. 

The Triennial is the first regular meeting of the class after gradua- 
tion, and is held during the week of the commencement at which they 
take the second degree. On this occasion the married men of the class 
are expected to bring their families, and a silver cup is presented to the 
oldest male child of any member of the class. Each member recounts 
his post-graduate history, and letters are read from those compelled 
to be absent A few of the songs sung at various Triennial meetings, 
will be found at the end of this book. 

It is manifest that in selecting material for a book like this, which 
has an equal number of readers within and without the College walls, 
two objects must be kept constantly in view. First and foremost, justice 
to the student requires a constant reference to their tastes, and thus it has 
been my aim to incorporate into the book, all those songs, which by fre- 
quent use have been declared popular. Second, regard for our friends, 
and no less for ourselves, makes it proper that such songs as are distin- 
guished by high poetical merit, and such as best illustrate the theory 
and spirit of College life and customs, should find a place here. 

This two-fold object has been accomplished, through the liberality of 
the publisher, by a large increase in the size of the pamphlet. 

Since the publication of the last edition, several other Colleges have 
followed the example of Yale, and made collections of their songs. In 
particular I take pleasure in acknowledging the receipt, from its gifted 
editor, of a neatly executed pamphlet containing the " Songs of Wil- 
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lianas." Willianls College has ever been ready to follow us in " every 
good word and work/' and it is to be hoped that it will not be long before 
each College in our land shall have its own creditable collection of 
student songs. 

My acknowledgments are due to friends in New Haven who have 
rendered me efficient aid in securing the more recent songs, and to seve- 
ral graduates who, though personally unknown to me, have called my 
attention to some valuable pieces which might otherwise have been 
overlooked. 

To the students and graduates of Yale and their friends, this book 

is presented with the hope, that to many of us it may prove one of those 

things which 

" When Life's ray shall fade away 
To evening's gentle warning, 
Shall still point back o'er manhood's track 
To a spot where all was morning." 



EDWARD C. PORTER. 



Louisville, Kt., March, 1860. 
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Sicftxrt ^torrs Willis, 

QF THX CLASS OF 1841, 
WHO, BY BRINGING " OAUDBAMU8 " TO YALB, 

Awoke the spirit of College Music among the Students of Ameiiea, 
S&i* ®oUtction 

OF THB BONOS OF HIS ALMA If ATEB, 
P OBATBYULLY nTSOBIBED, 



PSALM LXV. — From the version of Stemhold and Hopkins. 
Sung Sept. 12, 1718, at the Commencement, when " the Trustees, 
in commemoration of Governor Yale's great generosity, called the 
collegiate school after his name Yale College." Sung also at 
the third semi-centennial celebration of the College. 

Tune — St. Martins. 

1 Thy praife alone, O Lord, doth reigft 

in Sion thine own hill : 
Their vows to thee they do maintain* 
and their behefts fulfill. 

2 For that thou dofl their prayers hear* 

and dofl thereto agree : 
The people all both far and near 
with truft shall come to thee; 

3 Our wicked life fb far exceeds* 

that we fhall fall therein : 
But Lord forgive our great mifdeeds, 
and purge us from our fin. 

4 The man is bleft whom thou doft choofe 

within thy courts to dwell : 
Thy houfe and temple he fhall use, 
with pleafures that excell. 

5 Of thy great juftice hear us, God, 

our health of thee doth rife : 
The hope of all the earth abroad, 
and the fea-coaft likewife. 

6 With ftrength thou art befet about, 

and compaft with thy power : 
Thou mak'ft the mountain ftrong and flout, 
to ftand in every fhower. 

7 The fwelling fea thou doft aflwage, 

and make their ftreams full ftill ; 
Thou doft reftrain the people's rage, 
and rule them at thy will. 

8 The folk that dwell full far on earth 

fhall dread thy figns to fee, 
Which morn and even in great mirth 
do pafs with praife to thee; 
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INTBODUCED BY RICHARD STOBBS WILLIS, '41. 
I. 

Gaudeamtts igitur, 

Juvenes dum sumus; 
Post jucundam juventutem, 
Post molestam senectutem, 

Nos habebit humus. 

n. 

Ubi sunt, qui ante nos 

In mundo ftiere? 
Transeas ad superos, 
Abeas ad inferos, 

Quos si vis videre. ; 

in. 

Vita nostra brevis est, 

Brevi finietur, 
Venit mors velociter, 
Rapit nos atrociter, 

Nemini parcetu**. \ 

IV. 

Vivat academia, 

Vivant professores, 
Vivat membrum quodlibet, 
Vivant membra quaelibet, 

Semper sint in ilore. 

* This song is one of the earliest and most popular of the Student-songs of Ger- 
many. The eighth and ninth stanzas are evidently an American addition. Trans- 
lations of the seven preceding stanzas, and of the equally popular song, " Lauriger," 
may be found on subsequent pages. 
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Vivant omnes virgines, 
Faciles, formosae, 

Vivant et mulieres, 

TenersB amabiles, 
Bona laborio8». 



VI. 



Vivat et republica, 

Et qui itiam regit, 
Vivat nostra civitas, 
Ma&cenatum caritas, 
Quae nos hie protegit. 



vn. 

Pereat tristitia, 

Pereant osores, 
Pereat diabolus, 
Quivis antiburschius, 

Atque irrisores. 

vni. 

Quia confluxus hodie 

Academicornm ? 
E longinquo convenerunt 
Protinusque successerunt 

In commune forum. 

IX. 



Alma Mater floreat, 
Quae nos educavit, 
Caros et commilitones, 
Dissitas in regiones 
Sparsos congregavit. 



LAUBIGEB. 



INTBODUCED BY THE CLASS OF '56. 



Latjbigbb Horatius 
Quam dixisti verum, 

Fugit Euro citius, 
Tempus edax rerum. 



Chobus. — Ubi sunt (Tpocula, 
Dulciorajmelle, i 
Rixae, pax et oscula, 
Rubentis puellae ? 



n. 



Crescit uva molliter, 

Et puella crescit, 
Sed poeta turpiter, 

Sitiens canescit. 

Chobus. — Ubi sunt O pocula, 
Dulciora melle, 
Rixae, pax et oscula, 
Rubentis puellse ? 

in. 

Quid juvat aeternitas 

Nominis; amare 
Nisi terrae filias 

licet, et potare! 

Chobus. — Ubi sunt O pocula, 
Dulciora melle, 
Rixae, pax et oscula, 
Rubentis puellse ? 
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INTEGER VIT-fi. 




"Infegef 3Jif«." 




HORACE. 




* Integer vitae scelerisque purus 

Non eget Mauris jaculis, neque arcu, 
Nee venenatis gravida sagittis, 
Fusee, pharetra ; 




Sive per Syrtes iter aestuosas, 
Sive facturus per inhospitalem 
Caucasum, vel quae loca fabulosus 
Lambit Hydaspes. 




Namque me silva lupus in Sabina, 
Dum meam canto Lalagen, et ultra 
Terminum cum vagor expeditis, 
Fugit inermem : 




Quale portentum neque militaris 
Daunias latis alit aesculetis, 
Nee Jubae tellus generat, leonum 
Arida nutrix. 




Pone me, pigris ubi nulla campis 
Arbor aestiva recreatur aura, 
Quod latus mundi nebulae malusque 
Jupiter urget ; 




Pone sub curru nimium propinqui 
Solis, in terra domibus negata : 
Dulee ridentem Lalagen amabo, 
Dulce loquentem. 





EDITS. 



"£3ife." 

INTRODUCED BY THE CLASS OP '56. 

©<*/ fa/ gefdwaufet ! 

?agt un£ nid)t rappelfdpftftf) fein, 
SBer nid)t tntrt>aufer f 

Qer Metb' baljetnt ! 

St 1 1 e : Edite bibite collegiales ! 

Post multa saecala pooola nulla. 

5Der §err ^Jrofeffcr 

?iefl i>eut fetn GoHegtum ; 
SDrnm tft e$ beffer, 

9Ran trinft em'* rum ! 

9dle: Edite. &c. 

SIttf ! auf! 3br ©ruber, 

@ri)ebt ben Sacd)ii$ auf ben SCtyron 
Unb fefct <gu* nieber, 

SBtr trinfen fdjon. 

Sllle: Edite, &c. 

©o lebt man imijter, 

©o fang ber junge ?ettj nttd tmttft, 
Unb 3ugenbfd)immer 

£te SBangen fdjmtnft. 

Side: Edite, &c. 

Xuafier, ben gc Iben, 

S)at ung un$ Spotto prdparirt 
Unb un* benfelben 

Stecommanbtrt. 

Stllc: Edite, &c. 

^at nun em Seber 

©em ^>feifd)en Anafier angebrannt, 
©o nei)m' er ttneber 

&ai ®lai jur #anb. 

51 lie: Edite, &c. 



GAUDEAMUS. 



©o febt man fnftig, 

SBeU'l flotter Surfcfje nod) !)etgr, 
33i$ tag man ruflifl 

Ad patres xttft. 

8IU: Edite, <fea 

Denft aft, 3br ©ruber, 

Sht unfre 3«W*w&fttyK$Wt/ 
©ie fet)rt ntcbt ttrieber, 

£te golb'ne 3ett* 

Stile: Bdifce, Ac. 



TRANSLATED BY L. W. PITCH OP '40. 

With two original stanzas. 

Aie — " Gaudeamus" 



Let us now in youth rejoice, 

None can justly blame us, 
For when golden youth has fled. 
And in age our joys are dead, 
Then the dust doth claim us. 

n. 

Where have all our Fathers gone t 

Here we'll see them never : 
Seek the gods' serene abode — 
Cross the dolorous Stygian flood- 
There they dwell for ever. 



in. 



Brief is this our life on earth, 

Brief— nor will it tarry — 
Swiftly death runs to and fro, 
All must feel his cruel blow, 
None the dart can parry. 



GAUDEAMU8. 



IV. 



Raise we then the joyous shout, 
Life to Yale for ever ! 

Life to each Professor here ; 

life to all our comrades dear, 
May they leave us never. 



life to all the maidens fair, 

Maidens sweet and smiling ; 
Life to gentle matrons, too, 
Ever kind and ever true, 
All our cares beguiling. 

VI. 

May our land for ever bloom 
Under wise direction ; 

And this city's classic ground 

In munificence abound, 
Yielding us protection. 

v VII. 

Perish sadness, perish hate, 
And ye scoffers, leave ust 

Perish every shape of woe, 

Devil and Philistine too, 

That would fain deceive us. 



ADDENDA. 

Youth and hope a glory wear, 
While on earth they're given, 

That immortals ever share 

In the pure and balmy air 
Of the hills of heaven. 

Let us then in youth rejoioe, 

Twill repent us never, 
For when earthly scenes have fled, 
And this mortal life is sped, 
Youth abides for ever. 



LAUEIGER. 



3Unlrigelr. 

TRANSLATED BY L. W. FITCH, '40. 

Air — "Lauriger? 

Poet of the laurel wreath, 

Horace, true thy saying ; 
" Time outstrips the tempest's breath ; 

For no mortal staying." 

Chorus. — Bring me cups that Bacchus crowns, 
Cups on mirth attending ; 
Give me blushing maidens' frowns, 
Frowns in kisses ending. 

Sweetly grows the grape, the maid, 

Each in beauty peerless ; 
But to me, bereft and sad, 

Wintry age comes cheerless. 

Chorus. — Bring me, Ac. 

Though enduring fame be mine, 

This shall yield no pleasure ; 
Let me then, in love and wine, 

Find exhaustless treasure. 

Chorus. — Bring me, Ac. 



Air—" Old North Star." 

Alma Mater ! Alma Mater ! Heaven's blessing attend thee, 
While we live we will cherish, protect and defend thee ; 
Thy sons, dear old Yale, sing in loud, thrilling chorus, 
While we think of thy great men who've been here before us. 

Hurrah ! hurrah ! Alma Mater, forever. 
Hurrah ! hurrah ! Alma Mater, forever. 



OLD TALE. 



Alma Mater ! Alma Mater ! we ne'er shall forget thee, 
Embalmed in the shrine of our hearts have we set thee ; 
Thou haven of rest in life's tempest-torn ocean, 
Where calmly we rode in youth's wildest commotion. 

Hurrah ! hurrah ! Ac. 

Alma Mater ! Alma Mater 1 watch o'er our last parting, 
Wipe away those sad tears that too soon may be starting ; 
Whisper thou o'er our doubts, " Duty calls you, be brave, 
Truth's soldiers are fainting, go, succor and save. 

Be brave — be true — your country will love you, 
Be right — your might in God above you." 

Alma Mater ! Alma Mater ! we'll bring to thy shrine, 
Our first fruits of Fame, let the offering be thine ; 
You trained our young minds, and you taught us to think, 
From thy classic fountains, rich draughts did we drink. 

Hurrah ! hurrah ! &c. 

Alma Mater I Alma Mater ! ere we visit thee more, 

These elms may be falling, all moss-covered o'er ; 

Yet we'll tread thy old halls, though with ag'd footfall creeping, 

Their echoes shall wake joys that only were sleeping. 

Hurrah! hurrah! Ac. 



013 ^ie. 

BY J. K. LOMBARD, '54. 

Air— " The Brave Old Oak? 

A song for old Yale, for brave old Yale, 

Who hath stood in her glory long — 
Here's honor and fame to her reverend name 

And the mem'ries that round it throng. 
There's a thrill in the word that the heart hath stirred, 

Though breathed in a maiden's sigh, 
But as wild, on the gale rings the rally of c Yale,' 

And stern, as a battle-cry. 
Then sing to old Yale, to brave old Yale, 

Who stands in her pride alone, 
And still flourish she, like a hale green tree, 

When a thousand years have flown. 



10 LITORIA. 



In the days of old, when our fathers bold 

To the hills and the forests came — 
At their altar-fires kindled high desires 

In a pure and holy flame. 
'Mid the towering wood like a stripling stood, 

Now so hearty and strong and hale, 
Where for ages shall stand as the pride of the land, 

And guardian of liberty, — Yale. 
Then sing to old Yale, to brave old Yale, 

Who stands in her pride alone, 
And still flourish she, like a hale green tree, 

When a thousand years have flown. 

In the soft Southern clime and the Arctic rime, 

By river and valley and dell, 
Where wanderers roam and man finds a home, 

There her myriad offspring dwell ; 
And the chorus of praise which together they raise 

Comes sounding from mountain and vale — • 
" Till life's sun is set we will never forget 

But honor and cherish old Yale." 
Then sing to old Yale, to brave old Yale, 

Who stands in her pride alone, 
And still flourish she, like a hale green tree, 

When a thousand years have flown. 



WORDS BY A GRADUATE. 

Air — " IAtoria." 

Yalb College is a jolly home: 

Swe dele-we-dum-bum. 
We'll love it still, where'er we roam. 

Swe-dele-we-dum-bum. 
The very songs we used to sing, 

Swe-dele-we-tchu-hi-ra-sa. 
'Mid memory's echoes long shall ring. 

Swe-dele-we-dum-bum. 

Chorus. — Litoria! Litoria! 

Swe-dele-we-tchu-hi-ra-sa. 
Litoria! Litoria! 

S vve-dele-we-dum — bum. 
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As Freshmen first we come to Tale : 
Examinations make us pale. 
But when we reach our Senior year, 
Of such things we have lost our fear. 

Chobus. 

As Sophomores we have a task — 
'Tis best performed with torch and mask — 
For Euclid dead the Students weep, 
And bury him while Tutors sleep. 

Chobus. 

In Junior Year we study French ; 
Roberti pleads to an empty bench. 
When college life begins to swoon, 
It drinks new life from the Wooden Spoon. 

Chobus. 

As Seniors all we take our ease, 

We smoke our pipes and sing our glees. 

The saddest tale we have to tell, 

Is when we bid our friends fereweU ! 

Chobus. 

And then into the world we come : 
We've made good friends and studied some. 
And till the Sun and Moon shall pale 
We'll love and rev'rence Mother Yale, 

Chobus. — Litoria! Litoria! 

Swe-dele-we-tchu-hi-ra-s*. 
Litoria! Litoria! 

Swe-dele-we-dum — bum. 



"Smoking Song." 

BY F. M. FINCH, '49. 

Aib — " Sparkling and BrigJU" 

Floating away like the fountain's spray, 
Or the snow-white plume of a maiden. 

The smoke-wreaths rise to the star-lit skies, 
With blissful fragrance laden. 
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SMOKING BONG. 



Then smoke away till a golden ray 
Lights up the dawn of the morrow, 

For a cheerful cigar, like a shield will bar 
The blows of care and sorrow. 

The leaf burns bright, like the gems of light, 
That flash in the braids of Beauty, 

It nerves each heart for the hero's part, 
On the battle plain of duty. 

In the thoughtful gloom of his darkened room, 

Sits the child of song and story, 
But his heart is light, for his pipe beams bright, 

And his dreams are all of glory. 

By the blazing fire sits the gray-haired sire, 

And infant arms surround him ; 
And he smiles on all in that quaint old hall, 
" While the smoke-curls float around him. 

In the forest grand of our native land, 

When the savage conflict's ended, 
The " Pipe of Peace" brought a sweet release 

From toil and terror blended. 

The dark-eyed train of the maids of Spain, 
'Neath their arbor shades trip lightly, 

And a gleaming cigar, like a new-born star, 
In the clasp of their lips burns brightly. 

It warms the soul, like the blushing bowl, 

With its rose-red burden streaming, 
And drowns it in bliss, like the first warm kiss 
From the lips with love-buds teeming. 
Then smoke away till a golden ray 

Lights up the dawn of the morrow, 
For a cheerful cigar, like a shield will bar 
The blows of care and sorrow. 
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Jfje Song of He £qft|p. 

BY F. M. FINCH, '49. 

Put your clumsy pitcher 

Where the stream will strike it ! 
Cracked and roughly rounded — 

You are green to like it ! 
Work my handle smoothly ; 

Not with such a thump, sir I 
Raise the water gently : 

I 'm the College Pump, sir ! 

Some brass-buttoned Yankee— 

So the Seniors tell me — 
Sets a chain a- whirling, 

Thinking to excel me. 
But it's all a humbug : 

Hit the thing a thump, sir ! 
Darn these new inventions : 

I 'm the College Pump, sir ! 

Years ago the Freshman 

Loved but books and water ; 
Now he fancies sherry, 

Courts the widow's daughter. 
Push aside his ringles ; 

Feel that amorous bump, sir ! 
Hang such tender boobies ! 

I *m the College Pump, sir ! 

Once the jolly Soph'more 

Set my spout a-running 
On a squirming tattler ; 

Now he stoops to punning : 
Lines with guns the chapel, 

Gives the Prof, a thump, sir ! 
But, amid these changes, 

I 'm the College Pump, sir ! 

Years ago the Junior, 

Up at earliest matin, 
Made me spout pure water ; 

Now h& spouts hog-latin : 
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Wears assassin collars, 

Turns up Jack for trump, sir ! 
Shuns me, but — what of it ! — 

I 'm the College Pump, sir ! 

Once the Senior loved me ; 

Now his passion varies 
From "Grove Hall" and "Dora's," 

To " York Square " and " Mary's ;" 
Now he seeks the ball room, 

Wriggles on the *' stump," sir ! 
He's a brainless fopling, 

I 'm the College Pump, sir ! 

Fill your clumsy pitcher, 

Stop your horrid grinning, 
Smiles from modern students 

Are not worth the winning ; 
Move the handle lightly, 

Not with jar and thump, sir t 
Fool I take off your beaver! 

I 'm the College Pump, sir ! 
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ftinhoui Song. 

BY H. M. COLTON, '48. 

Aib. — Auld Lang Syne" 



Should those old times be e'er forgot, 

So mellow and so hale ; 
Those good old times, those grand old times 

We passed at Yale ; 
When in youth's fiery blood, we felt 

So happy and so fine ? 
Come make your memories green again, 
For days o' lang syne ; 

For days o' lang syne, my friends, 

For days o' lang syne ; 
Come make your memories green again, 
For days o' lang syne. 

ii. 

» 

We've come, a host, each from his post, 

From pulpit and from bar ; 
From skillful tending of disease, 

And fields of war ; 
From hardy traffic on the land, 
And commerce on the brine ; 
To greet old Tale with kindness yet, 
For auld lang syne. 
For auld lang syne, my friends, 

For auld lang syne ; 
To greet old Tale with kindness yet, 
For auld lang syne. 

m. 

We afl*have]wrought in mines of thought, 

And brought up various ore ; 
But many a mate has met his fate 

That sat with us of yore ; 
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Should these old comrades be forgot 

Who thus do pale and pine ? 
We'll think of them with kindness yet, 
For days o' lang syne. 

For days o' lang syne, good friends, 

For days o' lang syne, 
We'll think of them with kindness yet, 
For days o' lang syne. 

IV. 

And we — frail remnant, large or small, 

Of bands that once were one; 
We, too, must pass each in his place, 

Till all are gone. 
Then there's a hand — let each one say — 

And gi' us a hand o' thine ; 
And we'll take a right good hearty shake, 
For auld lang syne. 

For auld lang syne, old matej^ 

For auld lang syne ; 
And we'll take a right good hearty shake 
For auld lang syne. 



v. 

And though Time's frost be on our heads, 

And his cold within our bones ; 
And our heart's lone chambers echo not 

To other tones ! 
Yet ring we out in final shout 

This old and hearty line ; 
For th' oldest here is young enough, 
For auld lang syne ; 

For auld lang syne, good airs, 

For auld lang syne, 
For th' oldest here is young enough 
For auld lang syne. 
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Bli|h)i)i Sotjg. 

BY P. M. FINCH, '49. 

Aib— " Sparkling and bright." 

Gather ye smiles from the ocean isles, 

Warm hearts from river and fountain, 

A playful chime from the palm tree clime, 

From the land of rock and mountain ; 

And roll the song in waves along, 

For the hours are bright before us, 
And grand and hale are the elms of Tale, 
Like fathers, bending o'er us. 

Summon our band from the prairie land, 
From the granite hills, daVk frowning, 
From the lakelet blue and the black bayou, 
From the snows our pine peaks crowning ; 
And pour the song in joy along, 

For the hours are bright before us, 
And grand and hale are the towers of Yale, 
Like giants*, watching o'er us. 

Count not the tears of the long gone years, 
With their moments of pain and sorrow, 
But laugh in the light of their memories bright, 
And treasure them all for the morrow. 
Then roll the song in waves along, 

While the hours are bright before us, 
And high and hale are the spires of Yale, 
Like guardians, towering o'er us. 

Dream of the days when the rainbow rays 

Of Hope, on our hearts fell lightly, 
And each fair hour some cheerful flower 
In our pathway blossomed brightly ; 
And pour the song in joy along 

Ere the moments fly before us, 
While portly and hale the sires of Yale 
Are kindly gazing o'er us. 
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Linger again in memory's glen, 

'Mid the tendril vines of feeling, 
Till a voice or a sigh floats softly by, 
Once more to the glad heart stealing ; 
And roll the song in waves along, 

For the hours are bright before us, 
And in cottage and vale are the brides of Yale, 
Like angels, watching o'er us. 

Clasp ye the hand 'neath the arches grand 

That with garlands span our greeting, 
With a silent prayer that an hour as fair 
May smile on each after meeting ; 

And long may the song, the joyous song 

Roll on in the hours before us, 
And grand and hale may the elms of Yale 
For many a year bend o'er us. 



tune — u Lenox." 

Beneath these sacred shades, 
Long-severed hearts unite : 
The tempting Future fades, 
The Past alone seems bright. 
O'er sultry clime 
And stormy zone, 
Rings clear the tone 
Of Mem'ry's chime. 

We come to tread once more 

The paths of earlier days, 
To count our blessings o'er, 
And mingle prayer and praise : 
For Mercy's hand, 
From skies of blue, 
Hath linked anew 
Each broken band. 



* This, and the two songs preceding, were written for the Third Semi-Centennial 
Celebration of the College. 
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We come, ere Life departs, 

Ere winged Death appears, 
To throng our joyous hearts, 
With dreams of sunnier years : 
To meet once more 

Where pleasure sprang, 
And arches rang 
With songs of yore, 

Not all, not aU are here : 

Some sleep 'neath funeral flowers, 
Where falls the mourner's tear, 
And weep the evening showers. 
. Yet thankfully, 
Let every heart 
Its love impart 
To Him on high. 



BY E. W. ROBERTS, A. M. '43. 

A welcome to thee, Tale ! 

And to thy friendly home, 
Back to the scenes of other days, 

In throngs once more we come. 

Thy venerable form 

We never may forget — 
In every land, on every shore, 

Our ancient mother yet — 

Our Alma Mateb, loved 

In youth and riper age — 
The tent-scene in our march of Life — 

Our weary pilgrimage. 

Where, 'mid our granite hills, 

Our granite heroes sleep, 
To Oregon's far boundaries, 

And its lone, rocky steep. 
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Where, in their distant homes, 

By myriad footsteps prest, 
Sweep the Savannahs of the South, 

The Prairies of the west. 

Alumni, brothers all — 

Exiles on every soil, 
A kindly greeting to you here — 

A welcome rest from toil. 

To conflict we went forth, 

Contending for the right ; 
And now, with chastened hopes and fears, 

Return we from the fight. 

But ah ! not all are here, 

For gathering the ripe grain 
In the great harvest-field of life, 

Some hath the Reaper slain. 

A while with us they strayed, 

Through academic bowers, 
Now, falling gently by our side, 

They sleep 'neath funeral flowers. 

Alumni, brothers all — 

We give you hearty cheer, 
In the assembly of the tribes — 

The nations gathered here. 

Renew we now the pledge 
That ne'er was known to fail — 

The talisman of victory — 
The memory of Yale ! 



Where beats a filial heart 
Responsive to thy call, 
A kindly welcome to thee, Tale, 

The " MOTHEB OF US ALL." 
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BY F. M. FINCH, '40. 

aib — u Crambambuli" 

Linonia, the wreaths of glory 

Sit lightly on thy peerless brow ; 
With graceful song, and thrilling story, 
Thy name and praise are woven now. 
Then, brothers, let the loud huzza 
Re-echo for Linonia ! 
Long live Linonia — Linonia ! 

From northern rock and southern valley, 

From crystal lake and prairie land, 
Her children, at her summons, rally 
And gather round her, hand in hand. 
Then let it ring — the loud huzza, 
For gallant, gay Linonia ! 
Long live Linonia — Linonia ! 

On Senate floor and field of battle, 

Her sons have struck the patriot's blow ; 
Nor foreign threat, nor musket rattle, 
Could bend their noble spirits low. 
Then proudly shout huzza, huzza ! 
Our hearts are thine, Linonia ! 
Long live Linonia — Linonia i 

Her ancient halls iave oft resounded 

With shout and song of victory : 
By warm and fearless hearts surrounded, 
Her banners all wave merrily. 

Then onward, all ! huzza, huzza ! 
Fight bravely for Linonia ! 
Long live Linonia — Linonia ! 
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Along the patient path of duty, 

Her voice shall cheer our weary way ; 
Beneath the trustful smile of beauty, 
Our thoughts to her shall often stray ; 
And ere our children lisp " mamma, 91 
We'll make them sing Linonia, 
Long live Linonia — Linonia ! 

Then, brothers, let the swelling chorus 
Our mingled pride and joy proclaim ; 
Linonia's shield is blazing o'er us, 
It lights the winding path of fame. 

Then let it ring — the proud huzza ! 
Three cheers for brave Linonia ! 
Long live Linonia — Linonia i 



£Uofi)ef? Cqtypqigi) Song. 

BY JOHN M. HOLMES, '57. 

Ant — " Lauriger HoraJbius" 



Brothers all in Unity, 

Knit by Love's attraction, 
Let us gird our armor on, 
ftow's the time for action. 

Shake the old blue banner out, 

Tell the world its story, 
Let our song and watchword be, 
Unity and glory. 



n. 



Let the fires of Auld Lang Syne 
In all hearts be burning, 

Fires of friendship, eloquence, 
Liberty and Learning. 
Chorus. 
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in. 

Gather in the candidates, 

Golden time is fleeting, 
Give to each a brother's right, 

Give a brother's greeting. 
Chobus. 

IV. 

Shall we basely bend the knee 

To Linonia? Never! 
Hand in hand we'll firmly stand, 
Victorious forever. 

Shake the old blue banner out, 

Tell the world its story, 
Let our song and watchword be, 
Unity and glory. 



BY JOHN M. HOLMES, '57. 

Aib — u Sparkling and bright" 

Mingle we here, old Brothers dear, 

The true — the happy hearted, 
To dream of the prime of that student time, 
When we were yet unparted. 
Chobus — C Then, Brothers, shout the chorus out, 
r% . ) In glad and grateful greeting, 
w " } As we used to do when the bright hours flew, 
* And we heeded not their fleeting. 

Richer than gold are those memories old, 

That thrill our souls with pleasure, 
For rust nor stealth can waste the wealth 

Of love's eternal treasure. 
Chobus — Bis. 

A nod and a smile for a little while, 

As friends we give to others, 
But the quivering lip and the good old grip, 

Proclaim that we are Brothers. 
Chobus — JBis. 
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Full many a name well known to fame. 
Were Brothers here before us, 

And the old blue flag which our fathers had, 
Still floats in triumph o'er us. 

Chorus — Bis. 

Now side by side, in joy and pride, 
As Brothers tried and and truthful, 

Around the shrine of " auld lang syne," 
Once more let all be youthful. 

Chorus — JBis. 



And when life's ray shall fade away, 
To evening's gentle warning, 

'Twill still point back on manhood's track, 
To a spot where all was morning. 
Chorus — Bis. 
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So^f Sorjcj. 

BY L. L. D. 'SI. 

Aib— " Uncle Ned" 

Bowsman ! push her from the shore ! 
Take the boat-hook, not an oar ! 
Coil the painter on the floor, 

In the bow ! 
Take your places ! peak ! let fall ! 
Ready ! hear the captain's call ! 
Follow stroke, and give way — all, 

Bravely now ! 

Is n't this most splendid weather ! — 
Second starboard, mind your feather ! 
Pull a little more together 

On the "port!" 
Catch a " cancer" if you dare, 
And of " swallows," too, beware ; 
Fifteen minutes and we're there 

At the Fort! 

Can't you trim a little aft ? — 
How the winds our banner waft ! 
" Like a thing of life" our craft 

Promenades ; 
See how brighly glows the west ! 
How it gilds the ocean's breast ! 
One — two — three — four — five — six — best ! 

Jolly blades ! 

Now comrades, raise the strain, 
And let no man dare refrain, 
Though he may not quite attain 
To the tune ; 
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While the insects phosphorescent 
In the ripples shine incessant, 
And above us beams the crescent 
Of the moon. 

When in after years we're harbored, 
With an infant on our larboard 
Knee, and sitting at our starboard 

Side, a wife ; 
As within our " clinker" cottage 
We devour our homely pottage, 
Gliding calmy towards tne dotage 

Of our life. 

Then the rising generation, 
We will tell with exultation, 
How with keen exhilaration, 

Long ago, 
Many puns we perpetrated, 
And our songs reiterated, 
And the mermaids fascinated, 

Down below. 



Hf*»I*»nf*i So^f Song. 

BY A. BIGELOW, '52. 

Aib — "Blue JuniaJtaP 

Proud rides our bonny bark, 

Bold Atalanta! 
Storm, rock and ocean surge 

May try in vain to daunt her ; 
Swift as the desert steed, 

O'er the wave tops going, 
Pull boys ! away we dart, 

With lusty sinews rowing ! 

Come join a jovial song, 

Gay Atalanta ! 
O'er any craft afloat 

Fearlessly vaunt her ! 
True as an arrow's flight, 

Onward advancing, 
Yet ever gaily o'er 

The heaving billows dancing. 
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Oh ! we're a jolly crew ! 

Shout — Atalanta ! 
Let every heart and voice 

Triumphant praises grant her ! 
Tes, let the echoes 'round 

Join with us to vaunt her ; 
Shout now, in chorus — hip, 

Hurrah ! for Atalanta ! 



S^tohiqi £o$f Song. 

Written daring the Regatta at Lake Winnipbeogee, in Aug. 1852. 
BY A. E. KENT, '53. 

Ant — " Sparkling and bright" 

Lightly afloat swims our gallant boat, 

And sways to the heaving billow, 
As the cradled child, in his slumbers mild, 
Is lulled on his infant pillow. 
Till we dash away through the foaming spray, 

And bound o'er the billows lightly, 
Where the quivering gleam of the bright sunbeam 
Far away gilds the water brightly. 

The billows smote by the stalwart stroke, 

To a thousand spray-drops frittered, 
Leap to the light more dazzlingly bright, 
Than the crest of Neptune glittered. 
As we dash away through the foaming spray, 

And bound o'er the bSlows lightly, 
Where the quivering gleam of the bright sunbeam 
Far away gilds the waters brightly. 

As we toss the spray, on our lightning way, 

Far backward the water gleameth, 
As the flashing braid of the Mr mermaid 
Down her foam-white bosom streameth. 

As we dash away through the foaming spray, 

And bound o'er the billows lightly, 
Where the quivering gleam of the bright sunbeam 
Far away gilds the waters brightly. 
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When the waters rise to the bending skies 

In a thousand summits round us, 
Where the bright lake smiles, 'mid its thousand isles, 
A thousand joys surround us ; 
As we dash away through the foaming spray, 

And bound o'er the billows lightly, 
Where the quivering gleam of the bright sunbeam 
Far away gilds the waters brightly. 



Ibulis &oqf Sorjg. 

Ana — " Sappy are we to-nigkt y boys." 

Happy are we to-night, boys, 

Happy, happy, are we, 
Our boat so swift and light, boys, 

Glides gaily o'er the sea ; 
Above us gently beams the moon, 

Before us, beauty's smile, 
But fade the radiant hours too soon, 

Which pleasures thus beguile. 

Many the mile we row, boys, 

Merry, merry the song — 
The joys of long-ago, boys, 

Will be remembered long. 
Then as we rest upon the oar, 

We raise the cheerful strain, 
Which we have often sung before, 

And gladly sing again. 

Joyous is our return, boys, 

J oily are we and brave, 
The landsman's life we spurn, boys, 

Who fears the sparkling wave. 
Then e'er we yield ourselves to sleep, 

We raise the chorus now, 
And homeward point, across the deep, 

Our small and graceful prow. 
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^nfiiilS S<M* Sang. 

A FAIR WEATHER BONG. 
BY A LADY. 

Ant — " Sparkling and JBright" 

"When the sky is clear, and there's naught to fear 

In the breeze, the blue waves curling, 
Then the Nautilus bright, like a thing of light, 
Her fairy sail is furling. 

Then row ! boys row ! we'll sing as we go, 

Like a bird o'er the sparkling water — 
Oh ! the Nautilus brave, is the light of the wave, 
Old Ocean's fairest daughter. 

Oh ! best love we, the bright waves free, 

A smiling sky above us, 
A trusty oar, and a sunny shore, 
Where wait the hearts that love us. 

Then row ! boys row ! we sing as we go, 
Like a bird o'er the sparkling water — 
The Nautilus brave, is the light of the wave, 
Old Ocean's feirest daughter. 

We ask no sail, we sons of Yale, 

The idle breezes wooing : 
Each oar is manned by a steady hand, 
The foaming waves subduing. 

Then row ! boys row ! as on we go, 

Like a bird o'er the sparkling water — 
Oh ! the Nautilus brave, is the light of the wave, 
Old Ocean's fairest daughter. 

When the moon is bright, on a summer night, 

Or a starry sky is o'er us, 
We will skim the bay, on our shining way, 
And our voices chime in chorus. 

Oh ! the Nautilus brave, is the light of the wave, 

As she glides o'er the sparkling water : 
Then row 1 boys row ! we'll give as we go, 
Three cheers for Ocean's daughter. 
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5oi)0 if)9clribed fo fte jJUenoifl -gotf Chjb. 

BY LUTHER M. JONES, '60. 

Tune— " Arable Daughter." 

O light as the foam-crest that silvers the billows, 

And dances in white on the dark heaving tide, 
At rest like a maiden asleep on her pillow, 

Or floating o'er ripples that break on her side. 
The queen of the bay is our gallant Wenona, 

And proud are the waters that under her Ue ; 
The queen of the bay, hearts and hands shall enthrone her, 

We'll sing her glad praises till echoes reply. 

And often when labor and care shall oppress us, 

The pathway before us is wearily seen ; 
When those we hold dearest no more may caress us, 

Our hearts and their loves many leagues lie between. 
O then will we turn from our gloomy foreboding, 

Nor think with misgiving on what is before ; 
We'll free all our hearts from a care so corroding, 

And think of some joy with each stroke of the oar. 

When years have rolled o'er us, and time hath bereft us 

Of hopes fondly cherished, to perish at last ; 
We'll treasure the tokens of brotherhood left us, 

And bind our hearts closer with ties of the past. 
And when on life's ocean the shadows fall longer, 

And gathering darkness betokens the night ; 
When slow falls the oar, and the current grows stronger, 

These days shall be with us and cheer with their light. 

Too soon, ah ! too soon, shall the links of devotion 

Be broken by changes our brotherhood part, 
But purer than pearls that gleam under the ocean, 

Are Jewels of friendship, the wealth of the heart. 
Then rise on the oars till our gallant Wenona 

Bounds on like a bird o'er the white foam away ; 
We'll sing of our bark and the band that has known her, 

Our oars gaily tossing the crystalline spray, 
We'll sing till shore, waters, and star-gleam shall own her, 

And crown our Wenona the queen of the bay. 



if 
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§01)0. 

BY H. BINNEY, '59. 

Aib — "Alma Mater" 

Alma Mater ! Alma Mater ! the moonlight is shining, 
On thy time-honored towers, where the ivy is twining ; 
Thy tall elms are waving their green leaflets o'er us, 
As they waved o'er thy children in ages before us. 
Hurrah ! hurrah ! Alma Mater forever ! 

Alma Mater ! Alma Mater ! the lurid light streaming 
From our red flashing torches, is fitfully gleaming ; 
Before us, the flames in the night breeze are glancing, 
And behind us the wavering shadows are dancing. 
Hurrah ! hurrah ! Alma Mater forever ! 

Alma Mater ! Alma Mater ! in harmony meeting, 
All the rites of thy Pow-Wow to-night we're repeating ; 
Long honored remains of a past generation, 
May they still be repeated at each Presentation ! 
Hurrah ! hurrah ! Alma Mater forever ! 

Alma Mater ! Alma Mater ! our pulses throb lightly, 
When we think of those blue eyes that o'er us shine brightly. 
Entwined with our heart-strings, like lover's caresses, 
Are the thoughts of soft glances, and bright, sunny tresses. 
Hurrah 1 hurrah ! Alma Mater forever ! 

Alma Mater ! Alma Mater ! celebrated in story, 
Of Columbia's great empire the pride and the glory, 
We ne'er shall forget thee though years may roll o'er us, 
And to life's latest hour we'll remember the chorus. 
Hurrah ! Fifty-Nine ! Alma Mater forever ! 
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Ji»f Iroducf o irij Ode, 

CLASS OF '53. 

Tune— u Gaudeamus igtiur" 

Fundus nunc lacrymas 

Plorate Yalenses, — 
Euclid rapuerunt fata 
Membra et ejus inhumata 
Linquimos tres menses. 

Salvete vos, Sophomores, 
Fortes et audaces, — 

Sidera clarissima, 

Fulmina dirissima, 
Portantesque faces. 

Vivat quisquis hue adest 
Auditum Sermones, — 
Salvete vos Seniores 
Salveteque Juniores — 
Salvete Tirones. 

Surgite nunc, Liquidi, 

Carmen et cantemus, — 
Fratres adhuc fiiimus, 
Fratres semper erimus, 
Vitam dum habemus. 

4 

Omnes Prases expellat, 
Facultas minetur, — 

Nobis tamen fortiter, 

Funeri portabitur 
Euclid, et condetur. 

Nullus non deficiat 
Funeri qui venit ; ' 

Semper omnis et ruens 
Quatuor et obtinens, 

AttagenaB coenat. 



BURIAL OF EUCLID SONGS. 33 



Song. 



CLASS OP '54. 

Tune — " Susanna." 

I had a dream the other night, 
A vision strange and true, — 
I thought I saw a lurid light 

Of torches burning blue. 
A phantom stern within the room 

My bed was flitting o'er, — 
Unearthly seemed, amid the gloom, 
The " countenance it wore." 
Come, swell the chorus, 
Each jolly Sophomore, 
That ghastly shade no more shall haunt 
The Class of "Fifty-four." 

" Hard is my lot," the phantom said, 
" And hard my life has been ;" 
And then he sadly shook his head, 
That goblin tall and thin. 
" I wander in a mournful fix 
Upon the gloomy shore, 
No friendly hand the dismal Styx 
My shade will ferry o'er." 

Come, swell the chorus, <fcc. 

" Unburied now my ashes lie, 
Unhonored by a tear ; 
Pass not, my friend, unthinking by, 

Nor ancient mandates fear. 
The labor 's light, though brief your stay, 

The dust thrice sprinkled o'er 
My scattered relics, go your way, 
I haunt the earth no more." 

Come, swell the chorus, <fcc. 

Obedient to the vision, then, 

We come at Euclid's call, 
A band of free and merry men, 

And brothers one and all. 
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Come take a look, ye weeping Profs., 

With melancholy phiz, 
And Tutors, who no fearless Sophs, 

But frightened Freshmen quiz. 
Come, join the chorus, <fcc. 

No more we gaze upon that board 
Where oft our knowledge failed, 
As we its mystic lines ignored, 

On cruel points impaled. 
We 're free ! Hurrah ! from Euclid free ! 

Farewell, misnamed Playfair, 
Farewell, thou worthy Tutor B., 
Shake hands, and call it square. 
Swell, swell the chorus, 

Each jolly Sophomore ! 
For Euclid's shade no more shall haunt 
The class of Fifty-fouk. 



CLASS OF '59* 

Am — "Avid Lang Syne." 

Old Euclid is departed now ; 

Weep, weep, each Sophomore ! 
The seal of death is on his brow, 

His sphere of life is o'er. 

The flames in circles round him blazd, 
The torches o'er him shine ; 

And never more shall Euclid bore 
The class of Fifty-Nine. 

Farewell, Old Euclid ! Long for thee 
The tear of grief shall flow ; 

In plaintive song and I. e. g<. 
The world thy fame shall know. 

When cramming Trigonometry, 
We'll think of auld lang sine ; 

For never more shall Euclid bore 
The class of Fifty-Nine. 
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£ilrge *f ffc« £j|H. 

CLASS OF '60. 

Farewell, farewell, amid the shades 

Of darkly gathering gloom, 
We hollow thy grave, and mpurnfully 

Consign thee to thy tomb. 
A tomb where the waving pines 

Shall whisper thy mournful tale, 
And we never again shall hear thy voice 

In the classic shades of Tale. 

Farewell, farewell, the midnight tolls, 

It bears its tale to thee, 
As it rolls its brazen voice along, 

" Thy spirit-wings are free." 
Here slumber in thy tomb, 

For the pines shall guard thee here, 
And future Freshmen evermore 

Shall Euclid's name revere. 

Farewell, farewell, here rest at last, 

While the fleeting years roll by, 
Proclaiming that thy dreaded name, 

" Was never born to die.'' 
Sleep, for thy day is done, 

'Till the years of Yale are past, 
For we never, never will break the rest 

Old Euclid's found at last. 
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Song. 




BY C. S. KELLOGG, '58. 




Aie — " Lauriger llbratius" 




Anki pleni gaudiis 

Jam duo volvere ; 
Tamen non tristitiis 

Semper caruere. 

Chobtjs — Summa voce canite 
fratres amati, 
Et clamantes, hilare 
Simus nunc beati. 




Clara sunt prseterita 
Erunt et future; 

Ac Biennialia 
Exierunt dura. 




Chorus — Summa voce canite, 


&c. 


Licet nobis liberis 

Sub ulmis sedere 
Non coactis, asperis 

Legibus parere. 

Chorus — Summa voce canite, 


&c. 


Nostra facta gloria 

Semper coronabit, 
Ejus et memoria 

Posteris juvabit. 

Chorus — Summa voce canite, 


&c. 


Mali et immunitas 
Nobis remanebit, 

Et aeterna unitas 
Inter nos valebit. 




Chorus — Summa voce canite, 


&c. 
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Song. 



Air — " Cocachdurik" 

Tell me not in mournful numbers, 

Of long nights of weary toil ; 
Broken and uneasy slumbers 

And the wasting " midnight oil." 
Chorus — Cocachelunk chelunk chelaly, 
Cocachelunk chelunk chela, 
Cocachelunk chelunk chelaly, 
Hi! O, chickachelunk chela! 

Tell me not of unshorn whiskers, 
Of each gloomy Sophomore, 

Contemplating Sophroniscus, 
Cramming Euclid o'er and o'er. 
Chorus — Cocachelunk, <fcc. 

Tell me not of old Alcestis, 
How she carried on of yore : 

She forever now at rest is, 
Though she was a precious bore. 
Chorus — Cocachelunk, <fcc. 

Tell me not of fearful pleasures 

In the new Alumni Hall, 
How the tutors brought forth treasures, 

Hidden till Biennial. 

Chorus — Cocachelunk, <fcc. 

For Biennials are fleeting, 

And our hearts are stout and brave ; 
And to-day together meeting 

Sing we o'er our tyrant's grave. 
Chorus — Cocachelunk, <fcc. 

But we did not wander blindly 
Through our Latin and our Greek ; 

Let us think a moment kindly 
Of our quadrupeds so sleek. 

Chorus — Cocachelunk, <fcc. 

Through our labors swift they bore us, 
(" Bore us," not as tutors do,) 

Singing here to-day our chorus, 
Think we of our ponies too. 

Chorus — Cocachelunk, &c. 
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But our cramming days are over, 
Gone are Balbus, Euclid^ — all ; 

If we can, we will recover 
From that dread Biennial. 

Chorus — Cocachelunk, Ac. 

Bright the sky is beaming o'er us, 
Fresh and Soph'more years are o'er ; 

Juniors, join in singing chorus, 
Sing, " Biennials are a bore !" 
Chorus — Cocachelunk, <fcc. 



' £xqilMI)qfiOI) §0f)(J. 

BY W. W. CRAPO, '52. 

The air is hot, the sun shines bright, 

And dusty is the ground : 
The world without moves on to-day, 

With a dull and careless sound ; 
But naught care we for the dust or heat, 

The ground whether hard or soft, 
For this is a snug cool place of ours 

Within the chapel loft.* 

So write away, my merry men, 

While passing moments fly, 
And let each goose-quill moving on 

In struggling contest vie ; 
So work away my funny friends, 

Nor stop to joke and laugh, 
For this is precious time, my boys, 

Two hours and a half. 

They've built for us a noble hall, 

Up six long flights of stairs, 
And made us feel ourselves at home 

With tables and with chairs ; 
We like the place so very well, 

We never go without, 
And have a man of mighty limb 

To keep the vulgar out. 



* The Biennial Examinations were for several years held in a hall over the Col- 
lege Chapel. 
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Hark ! fellows, it is half-past ten, 

And so our work is done ; 
'Tis pretty sport, suppose we stop 

Two minutes more for fun. 
If ever they should turn me out, 

As others they have done, 
Now hang me, but mean to have 

" Biennials" of my own. 



Song. 



BY B. K. PHELPS, '53. 

Air — " Sparkling and bright" 

Happy and gay are our hearts to-day, 

And our footsteps fall full lightly ; 
For biennial bore is now no more, 
And Junior hopes shine brightly. 

Then loud prolong the joyous song, 

In a hearty swelling chorus — 
For the sunlight clear of our Junior year 
Is beaming bright before us. 

How much helped us the equvlus, 
That we brought in our pockets slily ; 

While with jealous care we escaped the stare 
Of the tutor's gaze so wily. 

See the downcast air, and the blank despair, 
That sits on each Soph'more feature, 

As his bleared eyes gleam o'er that horrid scheme ! 
He's sure a wretched creature. 

Yet there still remains, in all his pains, 

One drop of consolation ; — 
He heeds not the knell of the morning bell, 

That wakes the College nation. 

The Rubicon passed, we look back at last 

O'er our two years thronged with pleasures, — 

Yet a tear will fall as we pace the hall 
Where mem'ry hoards her treasures. 
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But the days to come in our College home, 

Are full of joy and glory, 
And Fifty-Three for aye shall be 

The theme of many a story. 

Then three loud cheers for the pleasant years 

That await us still in College, 
And nine for the Class which none may surpass 

For freedom, fun or knowledge. 



Song. 

BY GEORGE PRATT, '57. 

Air — " Vive EAmourP 

Let every good fellow now fill up his glass, 

Vive la compagnie ! 
And drink to the health of our glorious class, 

Vive la compagnie ! 

Chorus— Vive l'amour. 

Our Sophomore year is over and past, 

Vive la compagnie ! 
The Day of our sorrow has vanished at last, 

Vive la compagnie ! 

They spread us a table in Graduate's Hall, 

Vive la compagnie ! 
There one could get hoard for nothing at all, 

Vive la compagnie ! 

The meat was not meet for a student I own, 

Vive la compagnie ! 
'Twas plenty of skin with a good deal of Bohn, 

Vive la compagnie ! 

Here's health to the tutors who gave us good schemes, 

Vive la compagnie ! 
No smashes of sashes shall weaken their dreams, 

Vive la compagnie ! 
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Here's health to the ladies whose beauty ne'er fades, 

Vive la compagnie ! 
A tutor apiece to all the old maids, 

Vive la compagnie ! 

Here's health to our class, so hearty and hale, 

Vive la compagnie ! 
Here's a health above all to our good Mother Tale I 

Vive la compagnie ! 



S o r» . 



BY I. RILEY, '58. 

Aib — " J3onnie Doon." 

O ! blithe and gay are summer hours, — 

And summer skies are bright and blue ; 
When morning wakes the nodding flowers, 

That night has hung with glittering dew. 
But winter sweeps o'er summer's grave, 

And whirls the flying leaves afar ; 
It casts a gloom o'er cliff and wave, 

And veils the sun and hides the star. 

Oh ! summer seas unbroken lie, 

No gales the drooping banners toss, 
No ripple breaks the mirrored sky, 

Nor rocks the sleeping albatross. 
But storms will scourge the heaving main, 

The billows beat the lowering clouds ; 
While tempests sweep with lightning train, 

And darkness all the ocean shrouds. 

Thus, brightly as the summer cloud, 

Has passed each swift revolving day } 
Where many happy memories crowd, 

And shower blessings on our way. 
But brighter yet our path shall shine 

With noble deeds and radiant fate, 
Until eternal wreaths entwine 

The name and fame of Fifty-Eight, 
6 
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Song. 

BY J. H. TWICHELL, '59. 

Ant — " Sappy are ice tonight. Boys /" 

Jovial the song we raise, boys ! 
Jovial, jovial the song — 
Greeting those happier days, boys ! 
For which no more we long. 
A glad farewell to weary toil, 
Rings forth our joyous shout : 
A merry welcome hails the hour, 
With mirth and wassail bout. 

Chorus — Jolly are we to-day, boys ! 
Jolly, jolly are we ; 
For care hath flown away, boys ! 
And Fifty-nine is free. 

Sophs no longer are we, boys ! 
Sophs no longer our name : 
Voices of Jubilee, boys ! 
Our Junior days proclaim, 
But golden memories, cherished dear, 
Around our hearts entwine ; 
For happy, genial were the hours 
Of Sophomore Fifty-nine. 

Chorus — Jolly are we to-day, boys ! <fcc. 

Quickly the years will fly, boys ! 

Quickly, quickly the years — 

Ere long a sad good-bye, boys ! 

To all that Yale endears. 

The tear and sigh too soon will fall, 

And disappointment chill ; 

But let our band be festive now, 

And brimming goblets fill. 

Chorus — .Tolly are we to-day, boys ! <fcc. 

Fill up ! Fill up ! to Yale, boys! 

Fill up! to Fifty-nine, 

Our Junior freedom hail, boys ! 

Fill high the sparkling wine ! 

On Alma Mater's noble brow, 

Long may her laurels rest ; 

And long may "Yale" a watch-word be, 

To thrill the student breast. 

Chorus — Jolly are we to-day, boys ! Ac. 
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BT I. BILEY, '58. 

Aie — " CrambambvliP 

As down the tide of time we're rowing, 

One song we'll sing with right good will ; 
We'll wake the echoes while we're going, 
And sing " Dry up !" to every ill. 
Then boatmen sing it loud and long, 
And shout the chorus stout and strong, 
Dry up ! shall be the song, dry up ! dry up ! 

Whene'er the chapel bell is swinging 

And tinkling in the frosty morn, 
We waken with the dismal ringing, 
And ponder at our fate forlorn. 
We pull the coverlid high up, 
And grumbling, growl, dry up I dry up 1 
Dry up ! we say, dry up ! dry up ! dry up ! 

If e'er, unfortunately smitten 

By passion for some faithless fair, 
From her we get the mystic " mitten,' 1 
We'll sing, " dry up !" but never swear. 
Though visions of the " silver cup," 
Should thus be turned the wrong side up, 
Who cares while we can sing, dry up ! dry up I 

When tailors bring us bills for breeches, 

And gravely talk of needed cash, 
We tell them, as our pocket itches, 
Politely, they may go to smash. 
We roll the whites of each eye up, 
And muttering, sing to them, dry up ! 
Dry up ! we sing, dry up I dry up ! dry up! 

We fell upon that dread Biennial, 

With mighty blows and lusty kicks, 
And now at last to joys perennial, 

Were sculled with Bohns across the Styx. 
So now by morning, night and noon, 
Whenever sings a jolly Jun', 
Dry up ! shall be the tune, dry up ! dry up ! 
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No gloomy clouds shall dim his vision 
Who sings, dry up ! to all his woes ; 
But hastening on to joys Elvsian, 

These words will cheer him as he goes. 
Then give all grief and sighing up, 
And put your trust in drying up, 
And gaily sing, dry up ! dry up ! dry up ! 



Song. 

BT C. C. CARPENTER, '58. 

Aib — " Bracks Address" 

tf.u.01 q>sv ! Sophs sadly moan, 
Cramming with a literal Bohn, 
Conning sections of a cone, 

Through the weary night ; 
Seeing Tutors grim and gaunt, 
Fizzling 'schemes' of classic cant, 
Wishing both were not extant, 

Void of learning's light. 

(3 iw ; * Juns ' gaily shout, 

Free from vigils, care and doubt, 

Safely o'er that Stygian route, 

On a better shore. 
Gone is Euclid to the shades, 
Balbus only lives with 4 aids,' 
Whateley's ceased his long tirades, 

Silent every bore. 

Brave* as ' Spartan hearts of steel,' 
True as 4 Roman souls to feel,' 
Happy in each other's weal, 

Fifty-eight has come ; 
Victor o'er two years of toil,— 
Bringing honors for her spoil,— 
Speaking glory for the soil, 

Where her sons shall roam. 



* "Fortiter, Fidelitcr, Feliciter,"— the motto of the class of T 58. 
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Brothers by no common tie, 

While our hearts beat warm and high 

Even till our pulses die, 

Shall our union last : 
When we leave this College life 
For the busy world of strife, 
Seeking fortune, fame and wife, 

Will we love the past. 



SoKjg. 



BY CHAS. H. OWEN, '60. 

Aie.— "Kelly Bly." 

Sophs were groaning 
And condoling 

Round Alumni Hall, 
Tutors thundered 
"No 'Old Hundred' 
Should be sung at all." 
But a hundred 
Voices muttered 

Darkly round the door ; 
Sad the moan 
And deep the groan, 
" Biennials are a bore.'' 

They searched our pockets, 
Watches, lockets, 

When we all came in ; 
They watched us, too, 
The morning through, 

As though we meant " to skin." 
But they did'nt 
Think a minute 

Of the water jug ; 
We could keep 
A pony leaf, 

In the bottom of the mug. 
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Ladies pretty 
Showed us pity 
In Biennial ; 
But the tutors, 
Gallant tutors, 
Drove them from the hall; 
Then a hundred 
Tables thundered 

Banged about the floor, 
Sad the moan 
And deep the groan, 
" Biennials are a bore !" 

Tutor spies 
Shut their eyes 

When they go to sleep, 
Then how spry 
The"equuli" 
When there's none to peek. 
Oh Tutors ! 
Sleepy Tutors ! 

Lots of pony leaves 
Rolled up tight, 
Out of sight, 
Carried in our sleeves ! 



Now we're Junes. 
Jolly Junes, 

Biennial is done, 

Nothing now 

The whole year thro' 

But jollity and fun. 

Sophomore ! 

Bow before 

Our magnificence ! 
Freshman brat ! 
Take off your hat — 
No impertinence ! 
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£*}Hing Song. 

BY F. H. HOUSTON, >59. 

Ant — " When other friends are round thee" 

Gome, Classmates, let us gather, 
No more gay sports prolong ; 
Here let us clasp each other, 
And sing the parting song. 
Biennial jubilees no more 

Shall gladden every heart, 
For now the day is almost o'er, ) «. 
And we must soon depart. J * * 

Then let us long remember 

The day that's passing by, 
And when comes back September, 
May we too backward fly. 

Once more to meet on 'tother shore 

Of old Biennial stream, 
Where none but Juniors get a /our, ) ». 
And none but Juniors dream. J 

Cease, branches, waving o'er us ! 

For homeward is our buoy ; 
Ye breezes waft before us 
The echoes of our joy. 

Fond hearts at home are beating fast, 

And sigh we stay so long ; 
We go ! Biennial is past ! ) « . 

And end the day with song. J 



£*)lrfit)g Song. 

BY C. A. BOIES, '60. 

A lingering ray of the dying day 
Comes creeping over the sea — 

And calms the roar of the hoary shore, 
And checks our noisy glee. 
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For the joy of this golden day 

Is fading in every heart — 
And Twilight folds the wings of thought, 

And hallows the hour we part. 

Farewell ! farewell ! we speak it not 

With a tear, or e'en with a sigh, 
For Fancy paints a brighter scene — 

The " hearts and homes" so nigh. 
And now there's a golden tress, 

And a wee little willing hand, 
And a bosom of snow where the sunlight faints, 

Lips ruby-crowned — and — and ! 

In brotherhood then ring the cup, 

And knit the parting hand, 
And wreathe with smiles the parting word, 

That severs our Junior band — . 
And when, on silent wings, 

The summer hours have flown, 
We'll gather again to our Mother's side, 

In our old Yalensian home. 



Song. 

BY P. B. DEXTER, '61. 

Aib — "Auld Lang Syne" 

While down the stream of life we float, 

In careless youthful hours, 
Oft on the "beach we moor our boat, 

And pluck the opening flowers. 
So here in harbor, free from care, 

Where storms are past, have we 
Rejoiced the pipe of peace to share, 

In joyful jubilee. 

As swift as dreams of morning flit, 
Two years have told their tale, 

Since we the fires of friendship lit 
In "classic shades" of Yale : 
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To-day we've not forgot their claim, 

But with devotion true, 
At friendship's altar fed the flame, 

And plighted love anew. 

A love whose tie shall reach beyond 

The parting now begun, 
To seal in after years the bond 

Of Yale and Sixty-one ! 
And in our hearts shall linger long, 

No leas' serenely shine, 
When college days we count among 

The days of " auld lang syne." 

Then closely clasp the parting hand, 

And warmly say good-bye, 
While we by death unsevered stand, ' 

And hopes are beating high : 
And as we launch our boats once more 

To breast the swelling sea, 
We'll treasure up in memory's store 
• This day of Jubilee ! 



2)oxo loglj. 

Tune—" Old Hundred." 

Biennials are a- bore — ore — ore — 
Biennials are a bore — ore — ore — 
Biennials are a bore — ore — ore — 
Biennials are a bore — ore — ore ! 
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Ode. . 

BY H. D. CATLIN, '59. 

Aib— " Integer VU<z? 

O Domus praestans, ubi magni et ampli 
Vitam agont laete et studiunt poliri, 
Cui favent Musae ; juvenum patrona, 
Almaque Mater. 

Splendidae famaB tibi sint honores, 
Gloriaeaue alto tibi sint favores, 
Teque norentem, sapiens tuendi 
Servet Athene. 

Filii grati tibi nos canemus, 
Ante magnorum hie memores virorum, 
Arduaeque ulmi placido loquuntur 
Nocte susurru. 

SsbcuUs multis maneas, diuque 
Laurea frontem niteas corona, 
O per setates Celebris futura 
Mates Yalensis ! 

Cochlear laetum ! et tibi nunc agamus 
Gratias multas, Soboles Yalensis ! 
Deque te nostri pueri audientes 
Erudientur. 



Cum Pater Tempus fuerit senilis 
Ipse, resque omnes alias ruina 
Ceperit : Vivas redivivum in flore 
Cochleae Ingens ! 
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Jf)e 3Doodei) Spoon. 

AUTHOR UNKNOWN. 

Air — " Atdd Lang Syne." 

When first the Fresh to College hies, 

His leisure time to spend, 
He wears away his sleepless eyes, 

High scholarship his end ; 
But soon he finds that few attain 

That much desired boon, 
And with all effort seeks to gain 
The far-famed wooden spoon. 

Then loudly sing, each son of Yale, 

This worthy, honor'd boon, 

He who attempts will rarely fail 

To gain the wooden spoon. 

"When in his chamber lone and drear, 

He wastes the midnight oil, 
"He fears not, nor has cause to fear 

That he shall lose his toil, 
For visions bright flit round his head, 

And Hope, appearing soon, 
High o'er the curtains of his bed 

Displays the wooden spoon. 

'Tis this supports him when despair 

Else would oppress him sore ; 
'Tis this which drives away his care, 

And bids him fear no more. 
When Horace frets and Euclid bores 

Each luckless tutored loon — 
He o'er his lesson dreaming, snores, 

And views the wooden spoon. 

And when appointments do appear, 

He can exulting say 
With gladsome heart I now may cheer 

O'er my success to-day. 
I once to Yale a Fresh did come, 

But now a jolly Jun\ 
Returning to my distant home, 

I bear the wooden spoon. 
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BY C. G. CAME, '49. 

Tune — " Crambambzdi." 

Audacia, this is the title 

Of that good trait we love the best ; 
It is the means which proves most vital, 

When evil fortunes us molest ; 
Against all troubles, near and far, 
I seek thy aid — Audacia. 

Go I into the recitation, 

Most like some urching cavilier ; 
I banish doubt and hesitation, 

And meet all boring with a sneer I 
I vex the tutor, ha ! ha ! ha ! 
And plague him with — Audacia. 

And am I pleased with rosy slumber, 
Or have I business of my own, 

Excuses rise — a countless number, 
Which for the absence may atone ; 

I make a cold, or sad catarrh, 

Present it with — Audacia. 

Did I possess the lofty station 

Of our dear Prex., so good and bright, 
On sheep-skins at the graduation, 

This motto would I ever write : 
" Vobiscum pertinacia 
Uti semper Audacia.'' 

Do parents send a solemn letter, 

Made wiser by the Faculty, 
And gravely speak of actions better. 

Of virtue, laws, and piety ? 
Hbw dutiful I write my ma 
Right filial with — Audacia. 

But do not think our life is aimless, 
Oh no, we crave one blessed boon. 

It is the prize of value nameless, 
The honored, classic wooden spoon ; 

But give us this, we'll shout hurrah ! 

Oh, nothing like — Audacia. 
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Ye plodders dull in all the classes, 
Your sad condition we deplore ; 

In knowledge's road ye are but asses, 
While we our ponies ride before ; 

Ho ! clear the track, and flee afar, 

Make way for bold — Audacia. 

Audacia ! it still shall bear me 
Along the rugged path of life ; 

For every scene it shall prepare me, 
At least it must procure a wife ; 

Then onward to life's earnest war, 

Lead on the charge — Audacia. 



Jbe AU o o d e n Spoor). 

BY A. E. KENT, '54. 

Air — " Benny Havens O" 

Come all ye jolly Juniors, and stand up in a row, 

For singing sentimentally we're going for to go, 

We care not for appointments, for morning night or noon, 

We're 'singing loud the praises of the jolly Wooden Spoon, 

The jolly Wooden Spoon ! 

The jolly Wooden Spoon! 
We're singing loud the praises of the jolly Wooden Spoon ! 

To the fearful Freshmen we would sing, w T ho sit so far behind,- 
Oh ! dare not gaze upon the spoon lest you be stricken blind ! 
Look forward for a year or so, you will be Soph'mores soon, 
And Sophomore Biennial decides the Wooden Spoon, 
Decides the Wooden Spoon, <fec. 

What adds to our enjoyment, our pride and glory too, 
Is that so many ladies fair are present to our view, 
We thank them for their favor, — it is a mighty boon : 
We sing as well their praises as the glories of the Spoon ! 
The glories of the Spoon, &c. 
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But one short year remains to us and we'll be here no more, 
So if you think of husbands from the Class of Fifty-Four, 
You must, sweet ladies, be on hand, you cannot be too soon ; 
Permit us to propose to you the man who has the Spoon ! 

The man who has the Spoon ! 

The man who has the Spoon ! 
Permit us to propose to you the man who has the Spoon ! 

And Sophomores, remember well, on you our mantle falls — 
'Tis yours to stand, in fifty-four, within these hallowed walls ! 
Among you, though you know him not, there stands an embro 

Jun., 
Whose name, upon the Tutor's books, is writ against the Spoon ! 
Is writ against^the Spoon, <fcc. 

Oh ! now you Greek Oration man, we see your curious look ! 
And those two Philosophical with jealousy are strook ; 
For cochleaureati but join in this our tune, 
And raise on high the glories of the jolly Wooden Spoon ! 
The jolly Wooden Spoon ! Ac. 



Song. 



BY EDWARD C. PORTER, '58. 

Air — " Annie Laurie? 

O ! Yale's a jovial college, 

And many a happy day, 
Beneath her waving elm trees, 

Has passed in joy away, 
Has passed in joy away, 

And ne'er forgot will be, 
But this one glad hour, my classmates, 

Is worth them all to mc. 

Let others toil for laurels, 

To deck their silver hair, 
But crown me with the myrtle, 

Entwined with roses fair. 
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Entwined with roses fair, 
Though proud the laurel be, 

Yet the roses and the myrtle 
Shall twine a wreath for me. 

Let others seek for jewels, 

Till furrows mark the brow, 
But light for me the dark eyes, 

Soft gleaming round us now. 
Soft gleaming round us now, 

Though bright the diamonds be, 
Yet the soul-lit eye of beauty 

Is fairer far to me. 



BY JOHN E. KIMBALL, '58. 

Air — " Litoria?'* 

Let bards in strains of triumph sing, 

Swee-de-le-wee-dum-bum, 
The glories of the Battle-King, 

Swee-de-le-wee-dum-bum, 
Our homage claims that valiant Jun' — 

Swee-de-le-wee-tchu-hi-ra-sa 
The Hero of the Wooden Spoon, 
Swee-de-le-wee-dum-bum. 
Chorus — Litoria ! Litoria ! 

Swee-de-le-wee-tchu-hi-ra-sa. 
Litoria! Litoria! 

Swee-de-le-wee-dum-bum. 

Let laurels deck the titled sage, 

Swee-de-le-wee-dum-bum, 
And greener grow from age to age, 

Swee-de-le-wee-dum-bum, 
To fade before that sapient Jun' — 

Swee-de-le-we-tchu-hi-rarsa, 
The Hero of the Wooden Spoon, 

Swee-de-le-wee-dum-bum. 

Chorus. 
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Let knights their hostile lances break, 

Swee-de-le-wee-dum-bum, 
And dare it for their ladies' sake, 

Swee-dele-wee-dum-bum, 
But quail before that gallant Jun' — 

Swee-de-le-wee-tchu-hi-ra-8a 
The Hero of the Wooden Spoon, 

Swee-de-le-wee-dum-bum. 
Chorus. 

Then wreathe the ivy, swell the song, 

S wee-de-1 e- wee-dum-bum, 
Ring out the chorus loud and long, 

S wee-de-le-wee-dum-bum, 
With three times three for that brave Jun'- 

Swee-de-le-wee-tchu-hi-ra-sa, 
The Hero of the Wooden Spoon, 

S wee-de-le-wee-dum-bum. 

Chorus — Litoria ! Litoria ! 

Swee-de-le-wee-tchu-hi-ra-sa, 
Litoria ! Litoria ! 

Swee-de-le-wee-dum-bum, 



Song. 

BY A. L. EDWAEDS, '57. 



Aie — " A little more Cider.' 19 

Old Yale holds many honors 

In reach of every son, 
And scarce a son departs from her, 

Without some honor won ; 
While hundreds take these honors, 

'Twist every twelfth full moon, 
But one a year and only one, 

Can take the " Wooden Spoon." 

Chorus — Then take the Wooden Spoon, 
Oh ! take the Wooden Spoon, 
Of all the honors Yale affords, 
Oh take the Wooden Spoon. 
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When first we enter College, 

With prospects bright and fair, 
Appointments are the corner-stones 

Of castles in the air ; 
But when we find their priee a song, 

And do not like the tune, 
We feel that it is better far, 

To take the " Wooden Spoon." 
Chorus — Then take, &c. 

There's not a land whose morning sun 

O'er College walls arises, 
That cannot boast as well as we 

Of premiums and prizes ; 
But where's the man in this broad world, 

Save Yale's own jolly ** Jun'," 
Whose high ambition ever thought 

To take the "Wooden Spoon." 
Chorus — Then take, Ac. 

When College life has passed away, 

And battle-life's begun, 
This Wooden Spoon will ever be 

A type of College fun ; 
But soon you'll choose your better half, 

You'll t>e a fraction soon, 
And fractions of afraction then, 

May use this u Wooden Spoon." 
Chorus — Then take, &c. 



Song. 



BY EDWARD C. PORTER, '58. 

Are — " Rosalie, the Prairie Flower ? y 



Lonely round the portals 

Of the College halls, 
Is the fading twilight 
Soft that falls ; 
Lonely are the whispers of the summer breeze, 
Breathing through the listening trees. 
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And no manly voices, 

'Mid the jovial throng-, 
Stay the lingering night-wind 
With their song,, 
For the merry singers all are gathered here, 
Crowning friendship ever dear. 

Chobus. 

Wreathe then the ivy, fadeless for aye, 

Twined with the myrtle, rose and bay, 

Fairy eyes are gleaming bright with beauty's power, 

Ruling now the happy hour. 



n. 

Vacant are the windows, 

Where the blue-eyed maid 
Listened to the deep-voiced 
Serenade. 
While the flute-notes swelling on the evening air, 
Lightly stirred her clustering hair. 
And no fair hand waving 

Through the leafy screen, 
Gleaming in the moonlight 
Now is seen. 
For the gentle listeners come in beauty's powei^ 
Here to crown the festal hour. 

CtoOBTTS. 

Wreathe then the ivy, fadeless for aye, 

Twined with the myrtle, rose and bay^ 

Fairy eyes are gleaming bright with Deauty's power, 

Ruling now the happy aour* 
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BY JOHN HILTON HOLMES, '57. 

Aib— " EUen Bayne." 

Soft eyes are dreaming 

Round as to-night, 
Tenderly gleaming, 
Floating in light. 
Born 'mid the brightness, 

Plainly I see 
Love from Tier ambush, 
Aiming at me. 
Chobus — Welcome be those starry eyes, 

Clothed in beauty's magic guise ; 
Bidding joy and mirth arise — 
Dreaming of me. 

Sweet smiles are wreathing 

Fair lips to-night, 
Lips that are breathing 

The spirit's delight, 
Telling of gladness, 

Telling of glee ; 
O ! that their music 
Murmured for me. 
Chobus — Welcome be the fairy smile, 

Charming with its magic wile, 
Yet without a thought of guile, 
Beaming on me. 

Warm hearts are beating 

Round us to-night, 
Giving to manhood 

Maidenly might — 
Away with foreboding, 

It cannot but be 
That some heart is waiting 
Somewhere for me. 
Chobus — Welcome be that waiting heart, 
Loving truth and spurning art, 
Of my hope, my life, a part, 
Beating for me. 
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Song. 



BY CHAS. A. BODES, '60. 

Am—" Wooden Spoon: 9 

Sweetly sleep the weary leaves, 

Cradled in the quiet elms, 
Ocean's bosom slowly heaves, 

Slowly rock the tired helms. 
Lightly, 
Lightly now the tripping hours, 

Thread the dance till night's high noon, 
Happier jubilee than ours, 

Never hailed the Wooden Spoon. 

Chorus — Ring the joyous chorus out, 
Hail the hours of merry rout, 
Louder swell the glorious tune, 
Hail ! all hail the Wooden Spoon. 

Let ambition knit the brow, 

Poring o'er the tomes of yore. 
Heartless Honor crowns him now, 
One of thousands crowned before. 
Friendship's, 
Friendship's joys and Beauty's smiles, 
Fadeless wreaths in wild festoon, 
" Quips and cranks and wanton wiles," 
Greet the Hero of the Spoon. 
Chorus. 

Music murmurs soft and light, 

From the pink lips of the shells, 
From more ruddy tips, to-night, 

Melody fhr sweeter wells. 
Floating, 
Floating from green-mantled towers, 

Silver bells ring sweet perfume, 
Witching music, mirth and flowers, 

Grace the evening of the Spoon. 
Chorus. 
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Song. 

CLASS OP '53. 

Modulus — " Where, oh where, are the Hebrew Children ?* 

Ubi sunt Bienniales chart® Bis. 

y Omnes a nobis prostratse ? 
(Fieri non potest quin.) 
Professoribus pabulo erunt, Ter. 

Non alia re dignfe sunt. 

Ubi est meus parvus equus Bis. 

Qui de me est bene meritus? 
(Per quern stabat, quominus ) 

Actum est de meo equo, Ter. 

Ex equo sic pugnavi. 



Ubi sunt hi professores 
Quibus modo coenam dedimus ? 
(Qui nihil praetermiserunt quin ) 

Laborant stomaeho, sed nihil interest, Ter. 

Si sheepskin valet, bene est. 

Ubi classes inferiores ? Bis. 

Invidentes hie a tergo : 
Macte, pueri, virtute ! 

Non cujnsvis est sequare Ter. 

Classem quinquaginta tres ! 

Ubi sunt Seniores ante nos? Bis. 

Haud scio an terra marique 
Ubique dispersi sint 

Iidem sunt qui semper fuerunt ; Ter. 

Ex civitate pulsi sunt. 

Ubi est Gulielmus Wickham Bis. 

Qui saeculare carmen cantat ? 
Vermes habent corpus id. 

Alios centum annos abhinc, Ter. 

Vermes devorarint nos. 
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Song. 



CLASS OF '54. 

Air — " Derby Ham." 

I came an Emerald Freshman, 
With just a dozen shirts, 

A face unknown to whiskers, 
A coat devoid of skirts. 

! a coat devoid of skirts, 
O ! a coat devoid of skirts. 

On knowledge was I bent, sir, 
For learning I did pant, 

So, to College I was sent, sir, 
To see the Elephant. 
O ! to see, Ac. 

The animal is " some," sir, 
Fve scrutinized him through, 

From trunk to tip of tail, sir, 
I rather think I'll do. 
O ! I rather, <fcc. 

O ! College is the place, sir, 

For jollity and fun ; 
For four years take your ease, sir, 

Repent when you have done. 
O ! repent, <fca 

But now old Yale, I leave her, 
To breast the waves of life, 

I'm going to serve my country, 
And sport a pretty wife. 

1 and sport, Ac. 

When I get into business, 
And count my numerous boys, 

I'll send them to old Yale, sir, 

To taste her bunkum joys. 

O ! to taste, Ac. 
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Jfca Sheepskin. 

BY C. E. TRUMBULL, '54. 

Air— "AZittle More Cider r 

When first I saw a sheepskin, 

In Prex's hand I spied it, 
I'd given my hat and boots, I would, 

If I could have been beside it, 
But now that last Biennial's past, 

I " skinned" and " fizzled" through, 
And so in spite of scrapes and flunks, 
PU have a sheepskin too. 

I'll have a sheepskin too, 
I'll have a sheepskin too, 
The race is run, the prize is won, 
I'll have a sheepskin too. 

Green elms are waving o'er us, 
Green grass beneath our feet, 
The ring is round, and on the ground 

We sit a class complete ; 
But when these elms shall shed their leaves, 

This grass be turned to hay, 
The noble class of Fifty-four, 
Will all be far away. 

We'll be Alumni too, 
We'll be Alumni too, 
With white degrees we'll take our ease, 
And be Alumni too. 

I tell you what, my classmates, 

My mind it is made up, 
I'm coining back three years from this, 

To take that silver cup ; 
Til bring along the " requisite," 

A little white-haired lad, 
With "bib" and fixings all complete, 
And I shall be his " dad." 

And I shall be his dad, 
And I shall be his dad, 
And you shall see how this " A. B." 
Will look when he's a dad. 
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Then swell the chorus louder, 

And make the old elms ring ; 
Remember, fellows, one and all, 

This is our parting u sing," 
And blow the smoke and music out, 

In volume full and strong, 
Till old " Grove Hall," " York Square," and all 
Shall hear our farewell song. 

Shall hear our farewell song, 

Shall hear our farewell song, 

Till old " Grove Hall," " York Square," and all 

Shall hear our farewell song. 

This lemonade it has no " stick," 

But let us take a glass, 
And fill us up a " stirrup cup," 

Together as a class ; 
And then before we say farewell, 

And part to meet no more, 
Drink to the Sophomore "Martyrs" 
Of the class of Fifty-four. 

The class of Fifty-four, 
The class of Fifty-four, 
A long adieu, oh, tried and true, 
Old class of Fifty-four. 



Bis. 



Bis. 



3o»f0. 

BY C. R. PALMER, *55. 

Aie — " Juvattera" 

The day of departure has come, and our sail 

Already is spread to the favoring wind ; 
Adieu, Alma Mater, Adieu, dear old Yale — 

We leave you to-day when yon sua* has declined. 
Chorus — Juvallera t Juvallera ! Juvalle, valley 
vallera, &c. 

As sadly the last parting moments glide past, 
With thoughts of the years that have peacefully flown r 

We gaze upon life's stormy ocean at last, 
And dread to embark on its waters alone. 
Chorus— Juvallera, Ac. 
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Yet linger we may not, we sever to-day 

The last ties that fasten our bark to the shore ; 
And through the wide waste take our wearisome way, 
Bis. To meet ne'er again till the voyage be o'er. 
Chorus — Juvallera, &c. 

Then, comrades, as 'neath these dark trees we recline, 

We'll pledge one another to cherish this day, 
Around Fifty-five fondest memories shall turn, 
Bis. And elm-girt old Yale be remembered for aye, 
Chobus — Juvallera, &c. 



Song. 



BY W. WHEELER, '55. 

Atb — " Farewell, Lilly Dear." 

A glad four years together, 

My classmates, we have passed ; 
And now, upon the greensward 

"We've come to part at last : 
To give one kindly hand-grasp, 

To breathe one warm good-bye, 
To make our vows of friendship 

Unchanging till we die. 

Chorus — Farewell forever ; no musical spell 

Touches so sadly ; classmates, farewell. 

As in the storied legend, 

The Sybil's pages rose 
In value as they lessened, 

Most precious at the close ; 
So let our parting moments 

Be bright with mirth and song, 
And Memory's fairy love-links 

Unite our Brother-throng. 
Chobus — Farewell forever ; no musical spell 

Touches so sadly ; classmates, farewell. 
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And in the coming future, 

When day-dreams all are gone, 
One picture still will linger, 

By fancy's pencil drawn : 
And through our fortune's changes 

We fondly will revive 
The joys of early manhood, 

The class of Fifty-five ! 
Chorus — Farewell forever ; no musical spell 

Touches so sadly ; classmates, farewell. 



Song. 

CLASS OF '55. 

Air — " Washing Day ." 

Four years ago, a glorious crowd, 

Some hundred youthful blades. 
We cut our mothers' apron-strings, 
And sought these classic shades. 
Elate with hope of joy to come, 

Imagine our surprise, 
When friends stuffed each auriculum 
With this right sage advice : — 
Bis. " Cram, fizzle, dig, rush, 

Flunk, flunk away, 
Take precious little comfort, boys, 
Till Presentation Day !" 



Bis 



But yet we found this all was true, 

Ere Freshman year was gone, 
And very little credit due 

To pictures we had drawn. 
Our Sophomore and Junior years, 

And Senior sped along, 
But still came dinging in our ears 

That very same old song, 

" Cram, fizzle, dig, rush," <fcc. 
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No longer now we'll cram Guizot, 

Or over Lieber pore ; 
Nor shall subjective nonrego 

Disturb us evermore. 
We're on the ground, prepared to claim 

Diplomas for our own ; 
And never more resume the same 

Lugubrious old tone : 
Bis. " Cram, fizzle, dig, rush," <fca 

A tutor mounted on the stair 
Beyond the Seniors' reach, 
And standing there, got off a rare 

Long-winded Latin speech. 
"We couldn't understand a word, 
And Prex seemed ill at ease, 
" Hold on !" cried he, " that's too absurd, \ 

I'll give them their degrees — " 
Bis. " Cram, fizzle, dig, rush," &c. 

We all were boys five years ago, 

Three years ago, all men ; 
But now our labor's o'er, and so 

We'll all be boys again ; 
But soon we'll all "be married men, 

Each to his own dear Miss, 
And give to future students then, 
Such kind advice as this : — 
Bis. " Cram, fizzle, dig, rush, 

Flunk, flunk away, 
Take precious little comfort, boys, 
Till Presentation Day!" 



Song. 



CLASS OF '56. 

Aib — " Over the Mountain Wave." 

Classmates, the day we keep 

Touches each heart ; 
Sadly comes home the thought, 
Now we must part. 

Scattering o'er the world, 

Now we must roam ; 
Fare thee well ! fare thee well ! 
Dear classic home ! 
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Here have we trained for life, 

Waiting its prime ; 
Merrily, busily 

Passing the time. 
Scattering, <fcc. 

Struggles we've often seen 

Mingled with fun ; 
Friendships have ripened here, 

Only begun. 

Scattering, Ac. 

Mem'ries will cluster here 

Many a day : 
Until the last of us 

ShaUpass away. 
Scattering, <fcc. 

You, whom we leave behind, 

Cherish Old Yale ! 
Garner the joys she yields, 

Learn to do well. 
Scattering, <fcc. 



Song. 



BY H. M. DUTTON, '57. 

Aib— " EUen Bayne." 

Burthened with fragrance, 

Breezes float by, 
Laden with gladness, 

Hours o'er us fly ; 
Drown we our sorrow, 

In music and mirth, 
This meeting may be 

Our last one of earth. 
Choeus — Pleasant seem our College days, 

Dimmed by memoir's golden haze, 
Be this last their brightest phase, 
Brothers of Yale ! 
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Elms arching o'er us, 

Glorious and green, 
Mellow the sunlight, 

Hallow the scene ; 
Fond arms of shadow, 

Round us they throw, 
And tell of the future, 

Whispering low. 
Chorus — May your sun-set shadows fall, 

Lengthening on each College wall, 
When the grave shall fold us all, 
Elm trees of Yale ! 

Brightly the future, 

Smiles on us now, 
A vast summer ocean, 

Tempting the prow; 
Leave we our dream-life, 

Breaking the spell, 
Clasp we our armor, 

Brothers! farewell. 
Chorus — O'er that future glimmering far, 

Hope may shroud her guiding star, 
But our friendship naught shall mar, 
Classmates of Yale 1 



H "Sopg of &*0te««." 

BT ISAAC RILEY, '58. 

Aib — u Crambdmbuli." 

The greatest man of old was Jason, 

The first Alumnus ever known ; 
He took a " sheep-skin," and his praise on 
Account of this, we sing alone. 

He saw the golden fleece from far, 
And won it with his crew of Ar- 
Gonauts, of Argonauts, of Argonauts. 

Oh, worthless sheep, thy fleece all golden 

Might catch a foolish Jason's eyes, 
But never one who had beholden, 
Though from afar, the " skin" we prize. 
A greater sheep for four years past 
We've chased — it's almost caught at last, 
And when its skinned we'll have our white Degrees. 
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And thou, O Aries Derbiensis, 

Thou art a fable and a shade ; 
Thy hollow boasts and vain pretenses, 
Before the light of truth snail fade. 
In spite of eye-ball, wool and horn, 
Of brass thou art a sheep forlorn ; 
But ours is real, and wears " A Sheepskin" true. 

O sheep ! thy pastures are perennial, 
Thou feedest on a thousand hills — 
To guard thee they have set Biennial, 
To keep thee from untimely ills. 

We hold thee greater far than these, 
Than Derbiensis Aries, — 
For thou hast white degrees beneath thy wool. 



Sang. 

BY EDWARD C. PORTER, '58. 

Aib — " Autumn" 

Brothers ! faithful, earnest-hearted t 

Pledge the memories of Yore, 
While we sing of joys departed, 

And the days of Nevermore ; 
While the hands, that soon must sever, 

Clasp once more in friendship true, 
Plight we now our faith forever, 

As we say our last Adieu. 

Brothers ! in these halls of learning, 

All too swirl our years have flown ; 
Now our hearts are sadly turning, 

Toward the days forever gone : 
But from out the Past's dim portal, 

Cheering voices sweetly tell, 
Memory makes those scenes immortal, 

Though we bid them all Farewell. 

Brothers ! in the days before us, 

We shall often, in our dreams, 
See Yale's elm-trees arching o'er us, 

While the sunlight through them streams : 
See the circle yet unbroken, 

Hear the unforbidden sigh, 
Hear our words of parting spoken, 

Hear our last, our sad Good-Bye. 
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Song. 

BY EDWARD F. BLAKE, '58. 

Here about this pleasant spot, 

Still we love to linger late ; 
Here we must, — yet fain would not, — 

Leave our own loved Fifty-eight. 

CHORUS-^-Classmates ! let the tears that flow, 

Warmed by Friendship's sunny glow, 
Into flowery memories grow. 

Years have fled since first we met, 
Met and pledged a friendship true ; 

Years have fled, yet still the debt, 
Still the pledges we renew. 

Chorus — Classmates ! here we too must part, 

Burst the bonds that bind each heart, — 
God to us His strength impart. 

Here we've trod a flowery way, 
Here have shared our varied joys ; 

Now, compelled to leave our play, 
We can be no longer — boys. 

Chorus — Classmates ! here we too must part, Ac. 

Here we've watched the parting band, 

Seen the tears in silence flow, 
Wept as others clasped the hand, 
Mourn we now that we must go. 
Chorus — Classmates ! here we too must part, &c. 

Common joys have tuned each bell, 

Common sorrow hushed the chime : 
Merry peals it rang out well, 

Now it tolls the last sad time. % 

Chorus — Tolling softly — lingering long — 

Mournful memories round us throng, — 
We have sung our parting song. 
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Song. 

BT CARLOS C. CARPENTER, '59. 

Air— "Strike Homer 

Hurrah! hurrah! 
Hurrah ! we're free forever, 
Our college life is o'er, 

Hurrah! hurrah! 
And bands we now dissever, 
Shall bind us never more, 
Shall bind us never more, 
Shall bind us never more, 
Shall bind us never more. 
The sunlight is streaming 

From out the bright future. 
And on our hearts beaming, 
All flushed with its glow, 
All flushed with its glow, 
All flushed with its glow. 

Hurrah ! the world's before us, 

We go to meet its strife, 
To bear truth's banner o'er us, 
And live an earnest life. Repeat. 
We'll solace the grieving, 
We'll lift up the lowly, 
The Mien receiving 

In kindness and love. Repeat. 

Hurrah for all united 

In bonds of Fifty-nine, 
We're brothers true and plighted, 
We meet around one shrine. Repeat. 
The ties that now bind us, 

Endeared by our parting, 
Will often remind us 

Of friends in old Yale. Repeat. 

Hurrah for those remaining, 

Our younger brothers here, 
In all their toil and training, 

May hope sustain and cheer. Repeat. 
We leave them with sadness, 

For friends will be sundered, 
We'll greet them with gladness, 
When meeting again. Repeat. 
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Hurrah for all the maidens 

Our noble class shall win, 
We know some earthy Aidenns, 
Yet keep the angels in. Repeat. 
But soon to our vision 

They'll all be " presented," 
Those bright forms Elysian, 
To bless us for aye. Repeat. 



Song. 

BY GEORGE W. FISHES, '59. 

Air— "Rosalie." 

Sing, O sing, Yalensians, 

Alma Mater's fame ! 
As erewhile, forever 
May her name 
Be the magic watchword to allure our youth, 
On triumphantly to truth. 

Let the sounding chorus, 
While of her we sing, 
Through elm-fretted arches, 
Rise and ring, 
Till the trees, like harp-strings, trembling to the strain, 
Skyward send the glad refrain. 
Chorus — Bright is her glory, bright may it be ; — 
Light of Columbia's land is she ; 
Garland, then, the great names round her honored brow, 
Keep her fame as bright as now. 

Let us plant the ivy 

With a hopeful heart ; 
Prosperous skies will bless it, 
When we part ; 
And when here, hereafter, gather Fifty-nine, 
It shall speak of Auld Lang Syne, 
As the vine shall flourish, 

And aspire to climb 
Where the Library's towers 
Rise sublime; 
So may we, Yalensians, growing round old. Yale, 
Keep ner ever young ana hale, 

Chorus — Bright is her glory, bright may it be ; 
Light of Columbia's land is she ; 
Garland, then, the great names round her honored brow, 
Keep her fame as bright as now. 
10 
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BY FRANK H. HOUSTON, '59. 

Air — "Happy are ice to-day, boys? 

Strike up, strike up the song, boys, 

In unity of heart, 
With joy we meet to-day, boys, 

In sorrow we must part. 
We gladly cease from constant toil, 

The years of bondage fled ; 
Yet weep to leave the fostering soil 
To which our feet are wed. 

Chorus — Joyful and sad to-day, boys, 
Sad and joyful are we ; 
•We cast our chains away, boys, 
And weep that we are free. 

No more that Matin bell, boys, 

Shall break our fondest dreams, 
While long[ upon the spell, boys, 

Shall wait the chiding beams ; 
But when we run life's sturdy race, 

That calls for " main and might," 
We shall not have each other's face 

To make our burdens light. 

Chorus — Joyful and sad to-day, boys, <fcc. 

Now fill the Pipe of Peace, boys, 

And let the smoke-rings fly, 
To crown the brow with wreathes, boys, 

And drape the classic sky. 
Our College-days are lit around 

With sun-set-amber glow — 
Soon must these golden arrows bound 

Forever from the bow. 

Chorus — Joyful and sad to-day, boys, 
Sad and joyful are we ; 
We cast our chains away, boys, 
And weep that we are free. 
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BY H. M. COLTON, '48. 

Brothers, for the last time gathered 

In this ancient, holy pile, 
Where high anthem daily filleth 

Each religious aiBle, 
And the hearts true prayer ascending 
Meets the ear of God low bending, 
The still while ; 

Brothers ! — what shall be our greeting, 
Happy smile or mournful tear ? 

Which would be to us most fitting, 
Hope or anxious fear ? 

Neither ; but a mingled feeling ; 

As upon this lighted ceiling 
Shades appear. 

Grief,— that our united being — 

Duties, joys, severities. 
Manly deeds of generous kindness, 

Gentle sympathies, 
Teachings, patient, wise and fitting — 
In the distance are retreating, 

From our eyes. 

Joy, — an eager, solemn pleasure, 
That our first young course is o'er, 

And a Great Life, without measure, 
Reacheth on before, 

To be filled with deed and thought, 

As our own hands shall have wrought 
Evermore ! 

Comrades, let us still be scholars 
Studying in the Halls of Time ! 

Searching out our hidden natures, 
Mysteries sublime ! 

Tending on to God's high throne 

With a being like his own, 
Most divine ! 
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Going forth, then, cheerfully, 
Working silent, and alone, 

Each upon his right arm leaning, 
And the Mighty One, 

Doing what we find to do — 

Comrades, generous, tried and true, 
Say, Adieu I 



Ode. 

BY THEKON BBOWN, '56. 

Aib — " Avid JLa/ng Syne" 

O ! sad the light must fall tonight, 

And pensive blow the gale, 
That lifts and swells, with fond farewells, 

The evening bells of Yale. 

Tie holy here ! how deep and dear 
Resounds the long " good-bye ;" 

We ne'er shall shed a sweeter tear, 
Nor heave a purer sigh. 

The daily themes, the passing schemes 

Our days of study knew, 
Are nothing now but dying dreams : 

Adieu, my mates, adieu ! 

All, all are past, and soon the last 
Will fade from book and brain, 

O ! give and take, for memory's sake, 
The parting hand again ! 

Still in each breast, there burns, confest, 

A longing to be free ! 
We gaze like eaglets from our nest, 

And lift our wings to flee. 

Away ! for far, the splendid star 
Of Fame, we, following, hail I 

From home dismissed, no more to list 
The vesper bells of Yale. 
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Obe. 

BY GEOBGE PRATT, '57. 

Ant — u Avld Lang Syne? 



Farewell ! farewell ! the parting word,' 

To-day dissolves our band, 
No more within these hallowed walls, 

Shall we united stand ; 
But e'er we part, pledge hand and heart, 

With truth that ne'er shall fail, 
To swell the fame and glorious name, 

Of Fifty-seven and Tale. 

ii. 

Four summers bright, with sunny light, 

Have crowned the fleeting years, 
Since first we met as strangers meet, 

With mingled hopes and fears ; 
But soon our hearts were bound in one, 

With friendship's golden chain, 
Which, come what may in after years, 

Unsevered shall remain. 

in. 

And though to distant homes we part, 

And enter earnest life, 
The memory of our College days 

Will cheer us in the strife ; 
Like stars which shine through rifted clouds, 

And light the darkened heaven, 
In after years sweet thoughts will come 

Of Yale and Fifty-seven. 

rv. 

Farewell ! farewell ! the parting word, 

To-day we sadly sing, 
Though round our hearts the hopes of life, 

Like summer blossoms spring ; 
But let the years bring joy or tears, 

As youth and life decline, 
" We'll take a cup of kindness yet," 

For Yale and Auld Lang Syne ! 
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Ode. 

BY ISAAC BILEY, '58. 

Air — "Aidd Lang Syne. n 



Should auld acquaintance be forgot, 

And thoughts of days gone by ? 
Can memories of this hallowed spot, 

And early friendships, die ? 
While hope shall burn, while life shall last, 

This thought shall never fail — 
Sad thought — though sweetest of the past, 

The friends we loved at Yale. 

n. 

Old elms, ye've watched in by-gone years, 

Beneath your garland green, 
The glad re-unions and the tears 

Of many a parting scene ; 
Oh ! blest by sweetest airs of heaven ! 

Grow high, old elms, and hale, 
While we renew the pledges given 

To friends we've loved at Yale. 

in. 

Old walls ! round which the thoughts of years 

Now past, so sweetly throng, 
Ye soon shall echo witn our cheers, 

And hear our parting song. 
Old walls ! may sunny memories dwell 

Around you, ne'er to fail 
Till ye shaft hear the last farewell 

Of friends who've loved at Yale. 

IV. 

Old friends ! we bid a last farewell, 

Sad eye, and tear-wet cheek, 
Hand clasped in hand, shall truly tell 

The thoughts we may not speak ; 
To dim this scene, no winter blast, 

Or cloud shall e'er avail, 
But hearts shall hold, while life shall last, 

Their love for friends at Yale. 
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Ode. 

BY EDWARD C. SHEFFIELD, '59. 

Air — " Avid Lang Syne" 

Oh, stern the power that brings the hour, 

To sever hands and hearts ; 
And sad the chime that marks the time 

Our lingering band departs. 
Farewell, where'er around each year 

Bright memories fondly twine ; 
Farewell the song we loved so long 

In the days of Fifty-nine. 

A long farewell to dear Old Yale ! 

Through darker days to come, 
In memory we'll turn to thee, 

Our happy, classic home. 
Beside thy gray old walls to-day 

We plant the clustering vine ; 
Its freshness shows the love that glows 

For thee in Fifty-nine. 

Old friends and tried, as side by side 

We stand, where never more 
The organ's tone shall roll along 

For us — as oft before — 
We pledge in hearty kindness yet, 

Within this sacred shrine 
Where first we met, we'll ne'er forget 

The friends of Fifty-nine. 

Dear friends, the way begun to-day 

Not long our feet may tread ; 
Not many a year of joy or fear, 

Before we join the dead. 
But e'er our fight go out in night, 

Or evening's sun decline, 
We'll lift the cup of kindness up, 

For Yale and Fifty-nine. 
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CLASS OF '55. 

Aib — "Home again, 79 

Once again, once again, hither brothers throng 
To celebrate our jubilee with feast and joyous song, 

Here our hands in friendship clasped, we rang the parting strain ; 

But now in Alma Mater's halls, our song is " Home Again." 
Chobus — Home again, home again, sorrow hence we drive ; 

We join the classmates' jubilee, and sing of Fifty-five. 

Once again, once again, 'neath the elm trees' shade, 

Has swelled upon the evening breeze our tuneful serenade, 

For the hearts that loved have come from ocean wave and shore ; 

To swell the praise of College days, and sing of Yale once more. 
Chobus. 

With us comes, with us comes one we've learned to love, 
The first dear pledge of nuptial joy — the gift of heaven above, 
May his heart forever feel the joy that crowns this night, 
And in his cup of life be poured the nectar of delight. 
Chobus. 

Swell the praise, swell the praise of the brides of Tale, 

The flowrets of earth's paradise, whose charms shall never fail, 

Some are here our hearts to cheer with love's endearing smile ; 

The saddest hearts are charmed to joy by beauty's magic wile. 
Chobus. 

Ne'er again, ne'er again, hope we all to meet ; 

The golden moments of our bliss are far too few and fleet : 

Yet in the strife of earnest life we fear not toil nor pain ; 

With God our shield we seek the field, in heaven to meet again. 
Chobus. 
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Sopcj. 

BY S. C. BLACKMAN, CLASS OF '54. 

Air — " Jordan" 

Ned Horton comes to College, a jolly little Fresh, 

He comes to pass his first examination, 
He is laughing and crowing, with his rattle in his hand, 

And has no Freshman trepidation. 

Chorus — Then marry like Horton, boys, and see 
what you can do ; 
Celibacy is a hard road to travel. 
Then marry like Horton, boys, and see 

what" you can do; 
Celibacy is a hard road to travel — that's true. 

Young Prince Napoleon has joined the Grenadiers, — 
His father feared he couldn't enter College ; 

So we'll make this baby an Alumnus by brevet, 
And endow him with all degrees of knowledge ! 

Chorus — Then marry like Horton, <fcc. 

Pass down the bowl, — milk punch takes his eye, 

He's a chip of the old block beside him ; 
But to test the matter farther, a pony we will buy, 

And see if he knows how to ride him. 

Chorus — Then marry like Horton, &c. 

When his hairs are gray, he'll take this silver cup, 

And give it to his grandson Horton, 
And tell him that its givers, the Class of Fifty-four, 

Have passed to the other side of Jordan. 

Chorus — Then marry like Horton, <fcc. 
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B Ifeto S o i» g lo 41) ©id Jqrje. 

CLASS OF '55. 

Air — " Benny Havens, /" 

Come join together, classmates, a little song we'll sing, 
About the changes of three years, while Time's been on the wing, 
Of how we once were boys, and though we now are reckoned men, 
Despite the years and growth of cares, we all are boys again. 
We all are boys again, &c. 

And though we may have been rough shod, since last we parted 

here, 
Although through tangled ways our path we may have had to 

clear, 
And though we may have sober grown, since College boys we 

came, 
Yet looking round us, we are sure our hearts are just the same. 
Our hearts are just the same, &c. 

There's dignity and stateliness about each married man, 
A sort of " Fm above you," air, u Do likewise when you can." — 
And some in a paternal way, when asked what they have done, 
Will look a trine wise, and then present the little one- 
Present the little one, &c. 

There are Coelibes among us too, — all growling at the girls, 
Who savage say that every one should hang in her own curls, 
And others of a milder mood, who'd never like them be, 
Are glad to morrow they can change their Bachelor's degree ! 
Their Bachelor's degree, &c. 

But Bachelors and Benedicks, all think alike to-night, 
We come, a class to greet u our boy," to see him started right, 
Let Livy, Balbus, and Jim Dwight, far back in memory fall, 
Because a little Roman's here, the noblest of them all ! 
The noblest of them all, <fcc. 

And as we bid the lad " God-speed," and give to him the cup, 
We wish him never to creep down, but always to climb up ; 
And as we watch our god-son's course, old scenes spring up alive, 
And once again we live and act, mere boys of Fifty-five ! 
Mere boys of Fifty-five ! 
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Then let us join each brother's hand, let's pledge one beaker 

brimmed, 
To the glad brightness of that past whose lustre is not dimmed, 
And as our thoughts will cluster round each old familiar scene, 
We'll live again the dear old time and keep its memories green — 
And keep its memories green, Ac. 



iiibuft) Utility. 

CLASS OF '55. 
TO ALL TO WHOM THESE PRESENTS COME, 

Especially the baby, 
To them and theirs, and all their heirs, 

As many as there may be. 
O yes ! O yes ! to more or less, 

Howe'er soever meeting, 
To them and theirs, and all their heirs, 
A universal greeting. 
Chorus — O yes ! O yes ! O yes ! 

We'll sign a " Robin Round," 
To follow up that silver cup, 
And all be "jointly bound." 

Know ye that we hereby agree, 

The so-called " Band of Brothers," 
From motives of " sufficient" love, 

As well as sundry others, 
To deed, devise, remit, remise, 

And do our best at giving ' 
To that same youth who is forsooth 

The likeliest baby living. 
Chorus. 

One piece or portion of the ore 

Of silver, well compounded, 
That is made up into a cup, 

By cunning work surrounded. 
In socage free and simple fee, 

And all the other fees with 
The which law grants to folks the chance 

To do things as they please with. 
Chorus. 
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Yet since this same young "heir of fame," 

Owes dues payrentcd to us, 
Now IF said heir shall do the fair 

And honest thing that's due us, 
Shall be the lad for such a dad, 

A chip o' the old block truly ; 
And as ne grows from shorter clothes, 

Adorn the toga duly. 
Chorus. 

By no means fail to come to Yale, 

Face Balbus and Biennial, 
Lay down a V for his A. B., 

And shine in the Triennial ; 
Thereafter take, for conscience sake, 

To Physic or Theology, 
Or with an aim at fees and fame. 

Make Law a good apology. 
Chorus. 

And wed a wife and spend his life, 

As honest men should spend it, 
THEN shall said Silver Goblet still 

Be his to keep or lend it. 
But otherwise said silver prize — 

Confound these " buts" and " maybes !" 
Here boy — its yours while life endures, 

And afterwards your baby's. 
Chorus. 



5opg. 

BY J. W. HOOKER, '54. 

Air—" Shool" 

We meet again, old Fifty-four, 

Just as jolly as of yore ; 

To smoke, laugh, joke, and sins once more, 
Dis cum bibble folia boo. Slow reel. 

Chorus — Shoo), shod, shod, I rod, 

Shod I shack a rack, shool a barbacool, 
The first time I saw psilly bally eel 
Dis cum bibble lolla boo. Slow reel. 
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If there was one peculiar thing 

Our Class could do, it was to sing, 

Led off by White, and Weld, and Wing, 

Dis cum bibble lolla boo. Slow reel. 
Chorus — Shool, shool, shool, I rool, Ac. 

We serenaded every belle, — 
Miss Dutton many a tale could tell, 
Of noisy crowds around her well, 

Dis cum bibble lolla boo. Slow reel. 
CHORute — Shool, shool, shool, I rool, <fcc. 

A funny Class was ours, they say, 
Split up and twisted every way ; 
Point out the splits and twists to-day, 
Dis cum bibble lolla boo. Slow reel. 

Chorus — Shool, shool, shool, I rool, <fcc. 

We've come from many a town and city : 
From Astley Cooper, Dwight, and Chitty ; 
But some regret — the more's the pity, 
Dis cum bibble lolla boo. Slow reel. 

Chorus — Shool, shool,. shool, I rool, &c. 

Friend Horton — lucky man is he, 
As ever signed himself A. B. \ 
He trots our baby on his knee, 

Dis cum bibble lolla boo. Slow reel. 
Chorus — Shool, shool, shool, I rool, &c. 

God bless out first-born baby boy, 
May not one drop of sad alloy 
Be mingled in his cup of joy, 
Dis cum bibble loUa boo. Slow reel. 

Chorus — Shool, shool, shool, I rool, <fcc. 

Bless all our babies, short and tall, 
Those that do and do not bawl ; 
Would we could onlv cup them all, 

Dis cum bibble lolla boo. Slow reel. 
Chorus — Shool, shool, shool, I rool, &c. 

I wish I was a married man, 

Had followed out 's plan ; 

I mean to do it — if I can, 

Dis cum bibble lolla boo. Slow reel. 

Chorus — Shool, shool, shool, I rool, &c. 
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Song. 

CLASS OF '56. 



Ate — " God save the Queen." 

Okgb more united here, 
'Mid scenes we all hold dear, 

Greet we our Class- 
In all our scattered homes 
Low cots and lofty domes — 
Where'er a classmate roams, 
God bless our Glass. 



Health to our absent ones ! 
Whom busy memory runs 

Glad to recall — 
Where'er in distant lands 
This night a brother stands, 
Clasping his impressed hands,- 

God bless them all. 



Old friends here greet us yet, 
But friends we'll ne'er forget. 

Rest cold and pale. 
Oh ! while our songs ascend 
Must strains of sadness blend 
And mournful mem'ries tend, 

To graves of Tale. 

Our Alma Mater ! thee 
Peace and prosperity, 

Shall never fail. 
Memory shall linger long 
These charmed scenes among, 
And oft inspire the song — 

God save Old Yale ! 
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£sHing Song. 

CLASS OF '56. 

Aib — " Avid Lang Syne." 

Oh ! sad and sweet the thoughts that throng 

Within our hearts to-night ; 
That mingle with our parting song 

As dawns the morning light. 
Sweet thoughts of happy College years — 

Mem'ries that cannot die ; 
Sad thoughts, — too strong and deep for tears — 

That stifle our " good-bye." 

Sweet thoughts of days that rolled along, 

With brighter hopes and joys ; 
Sweet thoughts of days we spent among 

These elms as College boys. 
Sad thoughts that, boys no longer now, 

We deal with life's stern cares ; 
Sad thoughts — that soon on every brow, 

Shall glisten silver hairs. 

Sad thoughts that we, who, gathered here, 
Raise high this coral strain, 

Must part — at best, for many a year— 
And may not meet again. 

Ah well ! as month by month shall wane- 
As passing years shall fade, 

Till some of us come back again, 
After our first decade, — 

So wane the months, so fade the years, 

Where'er our lot may fall, — 
That brighter joys and lighter cares 

May be the lot of all. 
But while we stand a lingering band, 

The winged moments fail ; 
We clasp each classmate's parting hand, 

And sing u God save Old Tale." 
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BY F. M FINCH, *49. 



*' 



Gray rocks, by Heaven's own arches spanned, 
Twin giants guarding sea and land, 
The vine shall wreathe your brows of stone, 
The cloud shall make your crags its throne, 
When harvests wave and orchards bloom 
Upon each long forgotten tomb. 
Though stern the fate your dark lips tell, 
Farewell, gray ramparts, fare ye well ! 

Broad bay, upon whose heaving breast 
The billow waves its battle crest, 
Our shallop helm and dipping oar 
Shall part thy locks of foam no more ! 
We shall not plow thine azure plain, 
Or count thy snow-tipped hills again, 
Yet while the tides of ocean swell, 
Farewell, brave billows, fare ye well ! 

Dark elms, beneath whose emerald dome 
Music and smiles have built their home, 
Within whose realm of summer shade 
Our dreams like wanton birds have strayed, 
We shall not see you clothed again 
With verdant wreath or crystal chain, 
Tet long may leaf to leaflet tell „ 

Our parting word, our sad farewell I 

Old hallsj through which the whirling tide 
Of earnest toil and wrestling pride 
Has rolled with many a billow shock, 
| As rivers lash the sundered rock, 
' Tour aged walls shall ring no more 
With word or song of ours. 'Tis o'er — 
The changeful dream, the witching spell, — 
One thought is left us — 'tis farewell! 
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